
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at http : //books . google . com/| 



d by Google 



J)/44.f 



MARVAIIO COLLEGE LIBRARY 

SHELDON FUND 

JUU Uk 1940 



^/y __ l^^-i^^ 



ACCESSION, 



THE BROOKLYI TOUI& lEH'S CHEISTIM ASSOGJATIOI, 

502 FULTON ST. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



Digitized by VjjOOQiC 



d by Google 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



^\rHiSPERS 



or . /-. > 

I -..■,,;.^.... ./ 
f 



OE 



BY^ JESSIE GLENN. 

% 
(mm. J. w. MnmnL) 



ITHAOA, N. T.: 
ANDRUS, GAUNTIiBTT A CO. 

1856. 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



kj lLL<] 






) 



S"//.^^/" 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



CONTENTS 



lanes toggested by raadiiig die 14tib of John^ 

The Italian B07, 

Hi«ar, .... 

Oh! DonotFoigetMe. • 

Old wbSle Toung. 

Panting after Holinesi. 

Linea on the Death of J. H. S^ 

The Heathen's 017 for Help. 

The Constant Friend, 

ToLbade, - 

The Sacred Preacher, 

Scene on the Sea of Galilee, 

The Dying Christian, 



9 
12 
14 
19 
20 
22 
24 
26 
28 



84 

87 



d by Google 



coimifTs. 



Cemetery on tlie 



The Old Homestead. 

Lioes to a Pet Bird, - - • - - 

Thoughts on Reeeiving a Copy of '' The Wo- 
men of the Old and New Testament, 

Lines on the Boming of die *' Henry Clay/' 

Reflections upon being Detained from the 
House of 6od^ - 

The Mother's Appeal, 

Beflections upon Visiting a 
Banks of the Passaic, 

Stanzas^ - 

A Night Scene in Jerusalem; 

Visions of the Holy Land, 

The Canaanitish Mother, 

The Monarch's Thought, 

Lines to Rev. J. W. S. on 
Marriage, • 

My Baby Boy, • 

Pilate's Wife, . 

The Broken Guitar.— -A Dream, 

The Butterfly's Song, 



our Approachhig 



Pag*. 

99 
43 

46 

48 

53 
55 

66 

61 
64 
69 
12 
75 

n 

80 
83 
87 
98 



d by Google 



Oontentment^— A Faiiy Tale, 

G^jod Bird's Lumd^ 

NeM'OablietPaa, . . . 

The Antamn's Song of die Flowen^ 

The Rowers, . . . . 

The Apgel's Tear, 

The Orphan B07, 

« Oh ! God, Be not Far From Me," 

The Little B07 and his Wiwl Ai^da, 
Teaaond, .... 

Jadas, ...... 

Hey Call Me Lig^t Hearted, . 

Te a Leaf Floating Down m 

I Am Not Changed, . 

The Wife Pafiing vMi her FaiAlMi 

band, ... 
FleBsarse of Memoiy, > 
The Snow Flake and Artemisia, 
Oh! Talk not of Change, . 
Vanity.— A Day Dream, . 
Hm Lament of the Sighdess, 



Hu- 



ftSi. 

96 
Itl 
IM 
106 
107 
10* 
118 
110 
118 
180 

las 

126 
100 

in 

MO 

10s 

100 
144 



a by Google 



6 



COMTJUm* 



The Song of the Winds, • 

The Kiss Ton Gave When Last we Met, 

Oh! Let me Weep, - 

The Brok^ Hearted, - 

To . . . 

Be Kind to Little CMdrai, 

The Antomn Changes, 

To a Shell, 

A Voice from Greenwood, - 

Tlioog^ts on the Last Evening of 1851, 

Lines to a Friend With Whom I Passed 

New Yearns Day, . . - 
The Boon I Ask is to Forget, * 
The Boy's Idea of the Rainbow, • 
Lines on the Death of Mrs. Wul W. Senddefj 
Thoughts upon Visiting Greenwood, 
When Would I Welcome DeaA, 

To Maiy, 

Oh! Ask Me not to Smg To-Day, 
Saturday Evening Reflections, 
Jesus and the Angel, • 



146 
149 
151 
152 
155 
156 
150 
161 
168 
166 

170 
178 
174 
178 
181 
188 
185 
186 
188 
101 



d by Google 



OONTBlfTS* 



Lines to Mr. and Mn. — »^ on die Deadi of 
their litde Dangiitor, . . . . 

lanes Composed ndiile He«iing an .fiolian 
Harp, .... 

Speak to Me Kindly, • 

Wilt Thou be There t 

Oh! Say not that Toa Lore Me Still, 

The Litde Match Boy, 

Lines on the Deadi of Gen. Taylor, 

Lines, 

Where Shan My Grave bet Where! 

Vm Standing by Thy Grave, Eddie, 

My Angel Babe, ... 

Home Voices, • • . . 



194 

197 
200 
202 
204 
206 
209 
212 
214 
216 
219 
222 



d by Google 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



WHISPERS OF FANCY. 



LINES 

Let not jour lieart be troubled^ though deq) within 

your sonl. 
From the ocean of affliotion, wave after mteve may roU; 
Though when each mighty biUow with its feavflil weight 

iapast, 
Around thy heart epmy after wpoLj may fager to the 
.. last ' :■ ,'..-. -.i : 

Let notyonr heart be troubled! believe in God and Me; 
Be nbt>afraid: a peaee-I gite^-Jfy peiee I leave 

with thee. 
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Let not your heart be troaUed, fliong^ Ibe beantifiil 

most die: 
Tlioiig^ die fonn so loved and cheriahed, cold in tbe 

gmve most lie. 
Let not yonr heart be troubled, for MyFaAer'ahoaee 

bftir. 
And for oS ym&m fts ''manaiona^ a plaoe I will 

prepare! 
Then Ihe raby lip mfy fiide away, die brilliant eye 

grow dim. 
While the qiirit of Ihe loved and loit may find a home 

wilbHinu 



Let not your heart be tronUed, diong^ Ihe woild aeem 
ooUtotiiee, 






Lot not yoqr beart be troiibIed,AflD: aqbailt but to 
yoaatOL 
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uirBB OK THB 14ni osAmm ir. jobr U 

Let not yoiir Iieaii be troobled, iriien 7<m Ud dw evtfi 

good-by^ 
When folded in Hie now-wUle abroad^ low in 4ie 

gmveyonlie! 
Tour soul may piiroe Ibe petify gatoiy— die golden 

itreets may tiead, 
Joined to Ibe ba»d ef bippqr% ^hon^ MiiAwei wifli 

the dead. 
I^neftyoor heart be IrnhMtttm: tta §»• bat 

leads to Me, 
And wfaei^ I anil oqr ehoien ooea for evennora may be. 
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THE ITAUAN BOY. 

Wiittm npoB iMuiiig of Um dmth of a littb boy who had tnvolod akme y 
ftom Italy, and thioiighoiit the United Btatee, ezhibitinf a eonple of white 
oUoe. He died at the hoipita], having no friends to take ohaife of him» and 
dmrinf hii sioknen wae eonitantly ezdafadng, " I want my mother/' 



Poor boy ! he had wandered far, far from his home, 
He had traveled by sea and by h&nd ; 

And to each one he met, had beseechingly shown, 
The tiny white mice in his hand 



How oft when no loved one was lingering near. 
When his pathway seemed ragged and wild. 

Had some low kindly word, or some pitiful tear. 
Cheered the heart of the beautiful child. 



But now, among strangers, with no one to care. 
When death claimed the poor boy for its own. 

Would he often exclaim, with the wildest despair, 
" I want my mamma and my hom^.^ 
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. THS ITALIAN BOT. IS 

Sweet chfld! there is no one to answer thy ciy. 

For thy mother is over the sea. 
While a tear-drop, perchance, dims her beaatiM eye, 

As she thinks, little exile, of thee! 



Ah, little the thought can her bosom employ, 
, That her dailing is passmg away. 
That the last words Oat qoivefed the lips of her boy. 
Was, ''give me my mother, I pray.^ 
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HAGAE. 



The sun shone from n deodlettfdtyi irhtfn fortttft^n 

Abfftm'fi' fenty 
A mother and her dniy cihSd fa Wretched sOence 

went 
Her head was bowed, her very heart aeemed nearly 

borstingnowt 
While ]arg&, fall dropa of Bgony, stood on her ashy 

brow. 
One glance, to idiere proud Sa^ stood, of deep re* 

proach she cast; 
One gaze of prayerftal woe she fiied on Abram as 

she passed; 
Then daq^ fa a tight, cold grasp, her daiiing Ish* 

mael's hand. 
She tomed, an exile from her home^ a stranger fa Ihe 

land. 
^'0, Sarai, Sarai,** thus she thought, as on she went 

tihatday, 
'' How could you from a molhei^s cxy so coldly torn 

away! 
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lodqitttt 
HMjOTMplljfajoviodyMaMNjkiTMrhtittt 
Tel Saiii, Hioog^ you leom nqr pngw^ I itfll wiD 

onbr 0069 
I HBuS «k Ood to fafgif* ^ WM^K AilyMlMm 

done; 
For Ho irfi hMr lUf bMft I vmn, ivta miww 

eomes to Am, 

ThalHewiDiiiowHumBMiqrfiMibdin ^m Im** 

ibown to me. 
JUd JUbnHBt fe I lovel M iPiD^ he told M to 4ipert I 
And wlifle I wooM hairo died for Jkte, be tfuM* M from 

Uihetftt 
Ho irid we miit bo iIimhwi now, and elm^ bode 

me go; 
Ho eoNi notwlMt beeomee of me^ and jol I lovo 

bfanio! 
(^wuUtfiol M bod never UK or wodd Aol I 

migklbide 
My ionowi and mf biriben baoK low fn <be green 

biUiidel 
Teloeaeelpfoad,aeifrfibeoKboail! lamnotaU 

b«ofi^ 
Wide Ukmwdt nj '■■^ ^f ^ oonfbri me is left 
Then let «e hnny on, my eon, for oh, the foreet wiU 
b aU the heme tfial now ia lefl> to oover nB, my ohikl 
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There, with no voice to soothe our grief, no roof ex- 
cept the sky, 

B^ieftth the dark, green pahn trees' shade, we both 
inay pine and die." 

The son, fast sinking in the west, proclaimed the close 

of day. 
When in Beer-sheba's wilderness, beneath a shmb, 

there lay 
Foot Hagar's son. Pale were his lips, and dim his 

dosing eye. 
While the deep burning thirst within, told that the boy 

most die. 
But hark! a wail of agony is floating on the air. 
And yonder wret(^hed Hagar lies, writhing in deep 



Pale, aijiy were hei^ brow and cheek; wild was the 

streamiiig eye. 
While from her quinreiing 1^ arose this cry (^ agony : 
^'0, Ishmael, I most torn frcsn thee! 

J cannot stay to see thee die ; 
My heart in fiuntic agony. 

Would Inrea)^ anew withevery sigL . 
O, Godi I cannot longer bear 

This load of woe, so fierce and wild; 
Then hear a wretched mother's prayer. 

And spare^ oh, i^iare her only <MdL 
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I dreamed my onp was fiill, idien 1 

Heard crael Abram bid us go ! 
But now, aince Uhmad moat die^ 

I know^ I feel, it waa not ao. 
IVae, it waa wretehedneaa to part. 

But atin, tbe awful task waa done; 
And Iboug^ I tear him frmn my heart, 

Twere not like parting with my aon! 



O, GodI uriiy aend thia fearM tide 
Of grief to one ao M of woet 
Why {duck my loVd one from my aide! 

I oannot, wiU not, let him go! 
Tet di, ioigive thia ainfiil word; 

Help me to feel Thou doest well. 
While, if it be thy win, O, Lord, 
In mercy, spare my lahmael!^ 
She eeaaed! though deep eonvulsive sobs rent the BtiD 

evening ah*. 
While echoing through the courts of Heaven, rang the 

poor mourner's prayer! 
Then, from the azure depths there came a voice of 

tender love, 
''Hagar! what aOeth theeT it said, ''thy prayer is 
heard above: 
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Cheer upl g» to diy djriig boy, Goj wBl not take 

him now: 
See! thole's a fiMutdn at your die, Una balfae hit 

pale yooDg beom 
Go, let him drink, thnoeoaalimotiati Oat flow 80 

fiuKandirid,. 
For Hagar, CM halh haatd % pn^c^ and spared 

tolfaMifliyaUhl" 
One eiy of joy escaped her lips, then qninging to the 

pla ^ 

Where lay her boy, she daqped his f<mn in a long 

close eaWaos^ 
Exclaiming, " 0^ my Fallber,€k)d^nylhankfid heart 

fs«dne^ 
And now, whstwuii be my lo^ I wQl no more repfaie; 
And tfaoi^ dsdk eloiiii besel iny padi» I feel tihat all 

isweB, 
Since then hast qmied l» oemtel me, my dear son 

UhmaeL'' 
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o, DO MOT FoaeErr me. 

0,doiiotf<»getme! My spiiit wodd gikv% 
If a fiitiid Ibafc I Talae aiimdd cliaiige or die€if» ; 
If flioae tihafc in UndiMM I ef«r have mfi, 
Shonll kMk ooUHy M ttB» or ieiu to lbiB«t 



O, do not fbiget^ ifaoog^ another ibonld proro 
More worthy thy deepest and tenderaet love; 
Tetihbik, how hi qnit we <rften have me^ 
And whOe lovhig that oAer, oh, do not fivget 

O, do not fingel bbi^ thoog^ l<ifid etm Mny, 
Tet draam not Aat I wffi bo AdiyBM OS likfy ; 
Remettdw the fifieod that k yodh yon kipfto met 
Is too constant to waw, too tme to forget 

O, da oat tegst mor for sdl woald il bi^ 
If Aa ey«i Ast I tofa ihoald hMsk eoUiy on me; 
While my spirit wffl olnriih the hoar wa S(ial» 
If yaa thhik Undfy af ma, and naver ftiget 
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' OLD WHILE YOUNG. 

I Mkad a ftimd whydM wu M Md? Hor nply wu, " sonow bath nude 
me old wMle yonng." 



You ask me why I am sa stTangely tcAiMt 
Why clouds of anguish o'er my brow are flung ? 

You strive and pray to make me gay and cheerfhl. 
And wonder how I can be sad while yonng. . 



Yes J I am yonng, in years, but not in feeling, 
F<Mr many frosts npon my bosom lie; 

And sorrow's mantle, o'er my spirit stealing. 
Wrapped o^e widiin, and cast ^ottdl idly by. 



I may be yonng, but, widi my blighted qiirit, 
My donded^ieart, and weary head and brain, 

I feel, I know, I never can inherit 
A.oaieless teow, and cheerAil inein again. 
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OLD ¥rHIia TOVNO. 21 

Then do not iconi me, that I have not power 
To show a brow wbesn ahadowa may not come; 

For were jonr h^ui, like mine, a blighted flower, 
Ton would not wonder I feel oM while yonng. 
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PANTING AFTER HOLINESS. 

Hear me, oh, my Ueesed Savionr, 

Listen to a anner^s plea ; 
Full of deep, sincere repentance, 

Toms my ivietched sonl to Ibea 
Once methooght my fiddi was stronger ; 

Once I bore my Sayiovr's name— 
But l^ben Satan song^ and beld me, 

The^ I learned how fiafl I am. 

Jesos, I am stalky wayward I 

FaD of sin and angnish too! 
But in mercy hear and pardon, 

Teach me, show me what to do! 
Take away iUs bve of sinning; 

With thy Uood, oh, make me>iN^ole! 
Lord! take pity on my angnish, 

Saire, oh, save my gdlty souL 

Jesos! dum alone oanst help me. 
Endless life is hi Ifay hand I 
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TVim not from my wQd eotrealy, 

Slow OM wheve tt it I iteiKi ! 
Can mj tmn and grief at rinning^ 

Anght of Im^ or comfort giret 
Can tbis tliinting for lahation, 

Throngfa mj Saviov Ud ma Bfiat 



O^tolballamfoigimil 

O.tobafliengraodiBlhaa! 
O^tDbeanUr^fkemn! 

TUalloog^Ipairttobel 
Fa&er! Jeaoa! haveoompaarfon; 

Comfort^ dum alcme eanat give, 
flaar me, gidda me, kad me, aave i 

Bid a tranibBng rinnflr Ufa! 
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LINES ON THE DEATH OF J. H. S. 



Our circle is broken ! Death severed the chain 
That boond us together, by calling thee home; 

How fearful its conflict — ^but past is the pain. 
And thou art in heay^ while we are alone. 



Alone — yes, and lonely! though often may steal 
To our spirit some thoughts we would breathe in 
thine ear, 

While we torn to address thee, and sadly we feel, 
To remember our dear one no longer is here. 

We will not forget thee ! We could not forget. 
While the scenes that once knew thee so often we seeT 

Thy seat, now unfilled, hath a voice for us yet. 
And the void in our home whispers ever of thee. 

We miss thee, we mourn thee ; and oh ! day by day, 
The tears of thy mother and wife sadly flow. 
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^ LINES ON THS DBATH OF J. H. ^ 25 

Return then, dear brother^ retom ! — bat, oh, stay- 
Would I call back an angel to sorrow and woe! 



No; fiir be the wish! bat my boon shall be then 
To meet thee above, where no parting shall be; 

And as God giveth angeb the charge over men. 
May thine be the spirit to watch over me! 



Farewell, then ! farewell,]then! And since, by thy stay. 
Our family tree hath been planted above. 

May each erring member, when summoned away. 
Pass safely from earth to that region of love. 



Fare thee well ! fare thee well ! and though time but 
conceal 
The feeling of loneness thine absence halfa given. 
We will strive, while we mourn thee, with gladness 
to feel 
That though one less at home, toe have one safe in 
Heaven. 

3 
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THE HEATHEN'S CRY FOR HELP. 

Come over and help as ! we are perishing all, 
Oh, Christians arouse thee and answer our call ; 
We have none to instruct us, and if in this state 
We fall in the grave, what will then be our fate ! 



Come over and help us! we are weary of sin, 
And yet know no place where to wash and be clean ! 
If yon have a river that gives you supplies, 
Come over in pity and show where it lies. 



The waters of Indus we have washed in in vain. 
And the Ganges don't help, though again and again 
We have dipped in its waves. Then attend to our cry, 
Or Asia will perish, and Africa die. 



Our gods we invoke, but they hear not our call ; 
Even Juggei^iaut, too, turns away from us alL 
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THX RMATBEVfu CRY FOR HXLP. 27 

We are weary of gods made of wood and of stone^ 
Bat whom shall we fly to! \diat god shall we own! 



Come over and help ns ! for have yon a friend 
Who hears when yon pray, and on whom yon depend ! 
Come and show vAieire he lives that we too may believe. 
Or is he a God that bat you will receive! 



Come over and help as! How can yon delay 
When thousands on thoosands are dying each day ! 
By the God whom yoa w<»ship, in his name we cry, 
Come oat to oar rescue! come, he^ or we die! 
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THE CONSTANT FRIEND. 

'B at I am poor tad needy ; yet the Loid thinketh npon me."— Pstla XI, 17. 

Dear^ precious Saviour, can it be 
Thou'rt thinking of a worm like met 
Of one, 80 full of woe within, 
So prone to waywardness and sin ! 
Can it be true, from yonder dome. 
That golden palaoe now thy home. 
With angel-hosts surrounding thee, 
Thou'rt deigning now to think of me! 



'TIS even so ! Though I forget 
The Friend who sees and loves me yet, 
Thouffh stumbling, trembling, hwe I stay, 
Thou'rt thinking, Lord, of me to-day. . 
Though poor and needy, weak and frail, 
My prayers for help may still prevail; 
And though companions scornful be, 
I have ime Friend who thinks of me. 
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THX consTANT rsmrD. 20 

Dear Jesus, stiU protect and own. 
When sorroVs pall o'er me is dirown. 
When dlBappointments wound my heart. 
And coldness bids the tears to start; 
StiD, stOl, O Lord, protect and gtude. 
And let me in thy shelter hide. 
.Though JhiU of sin, I cry to thee. 
Lord, still, in mercy, think of me! 



And when death's shadows duster round, 
May I among the Uest be fonnd: 
And fQled with peace, oh, may I spend 
EteiTiity with thee, my Friend 
But while I tany here bdow. 
While strength and health Thoa dost bestow. 
Help me to live more near to Thee, 
Remembering Him who thinks of me. 
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TO LIZZIE. 

Elizabeth, Elizabeth, what can the reason be, 

Lingering in m j heart I find such pleasant thoughts 
of thee! 

I seek to cast them all away, bat ah! the wish how 
vain. 

Zephyr-like they aD return, to murmur there again, i 

Ah me! had I the power to wish, and have that wish 
come true. 

Brightly as a fairy-dream, this life should pass for you ; 

Each thought should be a world of love, each wish 
you should possess ; 

Thine shoulif be the power to change each thought to 
a caress. 

Having no eye to gaze <m thee, but beams with ten- 
derness. 

Knew I the way to charm a life, each grief would I 

dispel; 
Never, ah, never, should thy lips have cause to say 

fSu^welL 



Digitized by VjjOOQiC 



TO LISZIB. 31 

Oh, I would have thy life on earth a life of sonnj hours, 
Which should not cease^ until exchanged for heaven's 

celestial bowers. 
Lady! maysorrownever nuuraheartso pureasthine^ 
Sadness should never be enthroned upon so fair a 

shrine! 
O Lizzie, may the beautifhl^ the bright, die good, the 

true. 
Never vacate thy path on earth, tQl Paradise you view. 



d by Google 



32 



THE SACRED PREACHER. 

" The niM day went Jenu out of the home tad gat by the leatide, tad gieat 
■ioltitadei weie gathered together onto him, lo that he went into a ihip and 
sat ; and the whole ^nnltitade stood on the sboio, and he spake many things 
nnto them."— Matt. Xm, 1, 9, 3. 



It was not amid frescoed walls^ 

Or gilded domes, or lordly fanes. 
Where lovely rays of sonlight fall 

Half light, half dark, on painted panes. 
No ! it was not in fashion's seat, 

'Mid jewelled brows onr Lord did stay; 
It was not thus he used to meet 

His friends to teach them and to pray. 

Not there his altar! It would be 

In some old ship that met his eye; 
His organ then the sounding sea. 

His aisles the shore, his dome the sky! 
Nor was it for a chosen few 

That voice encouragement did give ; 
For rich and poor m^t gather too. 

To see and hear, believe and live. 
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THB 8ACB1D PSBACHSB. 

Bat, oh, how changed! A jeweUed throne 

And spirit-goard are with him now; 
A golden city is his home. 

And haloB doBter romid his brow. 
Tet though amid angelic bands. 

He itill is ready to foigive ; 
Before the merey-seat he stands. 

Imploring ns to torn and live. 

Then pause! O sinfhl rebel, paose! 

Nor of denial dare to dream; 
He's JQst as fiddifbl to yonr caose 

As when he stood beside the stream. 
* Oh, think no more of earthly charms. 

For in their grasp there is no rest; 
Tonr Saviour stands with open arms. 

Then torn, and dasp him to your breast 
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A SCENE ON THE SEA OF GAULEE. 



It was night in the east^ and the earth near and far 
Was shrouded in darkness ; while star after star 
From its golden throne glided, till nothing was seen 
But a blacky angiy cloud, where the star-groups had 
been. 



Look at Galilee's sea, how its waters are tossed ! 
That ship on its bosom will surely be lost ! 
Hark ! hear the loud thunder roll fearfully by. 
And see the sharp lightning flash over the sky. 



But calm on the shore stands a tall, noble form ; 
He heeds not the danger, he fears not the storm ; 
His eye from the ship not a moment he takes. 
But sees every motion and plunge tnit she makes. 



On, on, swept the billows ! On, on, swept the gale. 
While over the waters was heard a low wail : 
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TiM anb 017 of despair that floats over the wwe, 
Bat who eaa reliere them! vrho is thoe to savet 



The One on the shore^ oh^ how fearless was he! 
He phinted his foot on the roughs angry sea; 
One step then he took^ a finn foothold it gave— 
And onward^ in triumph^ he passed o'er each wave. 



On, on, w^t the stranger^ ant3 he drew near 
The tempest-tossed bark, when a wild shriek of fear 
Arose from the deck; and on hearing the cry. 
He answered — " Oh^ be not afraid: it is I!* 



" Is it thon^ dearest Lord ?" Peter joyfidly cried ; 
'^Is it thou? then allow me to walk to thy side;^ 
And down from the vessel he stepped to the wave. 
Bat doabting, was sinking, when Jesas did save. 



From this, let my heart learn that Christ night and day, 
Doth stand by life's sea its dark waves to sarvey ; 
And when storms arise and hoge billows roll by. 
Hell come to oar side, if to him we bat cry. 
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Tes! we^ like poor Peter, are launched on life's sea; 
All doubting — all sinking — ^how feeble are we ! 
Yet a hand is outstretched, and, with Jesus to aid, 
We will tread life's dark billows, and not be afraid. 
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THE DYING CHRISTIAN. 

ThafoUowiH liMi wm Mggtited bybMiiaf •» moowU of a ooavtitad 
iMitlM, who. whM dyiH* nolaiMd to a MWouiy pnimt, ** M y boM to 
OB tht Ma, to Mik an spiMd, tad I am oily waitiag fiif a biMM to riat, to 
waftatbont!" 



M J boat is on the sea, 

Tempestaons i^inds are gone ; 
The waves float past half joyMj» 

While I look calmly on. 



Not so in days gone by. 
When, launched upon the deep. 

Winds howled and clouds rode in the sky^ 
While waves my boat would sweep. 



My sails above I spread; 

Those sailsy how vdiite they are! 
How pure^ vriiile floating overhead^ 

Like some bright beacon-star ! 
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Once they were black as nighty 

With sin all stained and dark^ 
But Christ's pure blood hath washed them white, 

And hung them o'er my bark. 



My boat is on the seas^ 
Its sails are spread to^y^ 

I only wait a friendly breeze 
To bear ipy boat away. 



Away! away! I long to go! 
• Kind windsi oh come, oh come ! 
Pm weary of my stay bdow^ 
I pine^ I pant for home. 



Home ! home ! sweet home ! dear word ! 

When will the moment come ? 
Joy! joy! I move; my sails were stirred; 

Home! home! Pm going home. 
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OUR OLD HOMESTEAD. 

A country spot, a country spot — ^there's magic in the 

name, 
For a lover of its qaiet haunts in childhood I became ; 
When but a very little child, I knew each glen and dell. 
That lay around the old homestead I always loved so 

well 
The old homestead, the old homestead, how dear it is 

to me! 
That large old house, with airy rooms, I still in fancy 

see; 
There's not a flower, a tree, or bush, but I see in dreams 

once more, 
From the tall old poplars by the road, to the lilacs by 

Ihe door. 



But the long green park, where once I played, is wdl 

remembered too, 
Witii the grand old trees, so tall and large, that hi it 

thickly grew ; 
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There^ often breathless^ trembling joy to my young 

heart would spring, 
When I watched a robin build her nest, or heard an 

oriole sing. 
There, too, beneath a graceful elm, Fve sunk upon 

the grass. 
To see the tiny butteiflies that near my brow would 



Then watching through the dancing leaves the blue 

clouds in the sky, 
I slept, and moanings in the elm have proved my 

lullaby. 

The hill, the hill behind the house, I see it once again. 

With the rustic bridge that lay below, on which I 
carVed my name ; 

I see the winding ^' Mourning KiU," with woods on 
either side. 

Where I have gathered birch and flowers, and wan- 
dered far and wide. 

It was there, in early spring, I went week after week 
to see 

A bed of white anemones, a sacred spot to me; 

And then, when autumn days came on, I wandered 
farther stiU, 

To find the crimson cardinal that bloomed beside the 
milL 
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Bat these are bat a few brief dungs wbidk memoiys 

dreams onfold ; 
For, of all the thoo^ts that crowd my heart, one half 

coald not be told : 
The ramble off for berries ripe down in the meadows 

green; 
The walk down to the orchard, where the golden finit 

is seen; 
The laogh that made the old woods ring, when^ 'neafh 

the chestnut tree^ 
The shaken branches showered down a store of sots 

to me. 
These are but some of countless things that with my 

heart-strings play, 
When I dream of the old homestead where my child- 
hood passed away. 



Our old homestead, our dear homestead^ my spirit torus 

to thee; 
Though prisoned in a city cage, I struggle to be 

free. 
Vm weary of the endless noise, the crowds that hurry 

by; 

I long to breathe a pnrer air, to see a Uaer sky ; 
4 
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I^ mandiig Ibrtba wfld-wood bM, aad Cur 11io.iiieai> 

dow yet, 
Tin talley and Hie gnwr InU^iidB I nerev can feigot 
Ob, a weaiy thing most be ibst beaii v/bffM fancy 

wliii^eni 6c»Bd| 
If a city life must be its Iot| aad a city place its home! 
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LINES TO A PET BIRD. 

This mnaifcable biid ii a aatiTt of Bombay and the only om of tho Und 
iB tbo Unitod Statai. Iti body ii Yoiy tmall and giaotfU with a tafl aea^y 
half a yard in length. It is stagnlarly aAetioaala aad tana sptaUig Im ft 
soft and melodions voice orer thirty difliient mhImmm , aad whistUag with 
mioh beanty and power several diiBoalt tuis. 



Bird of the love-lit eye. 

The sea-green vest and scarlet neoUaee £ur^ 
•Why did'st tlioa hither fly f * 

Where is thy hooM, sweet bird t diytellinewheie! 



Far in an eastern land, 

'Mid orange bowers^ beyond the bine sea'albam^ 
Where old palm trees by Indian winds are fanned^ 

Bird of the kngoid eye^ ther^is thy bpnel 



Would'st thou retom, sweet lov» t 

Thy cherished woodmates dosl'1&o« paal le ae^t 
Sa^ wotdd'st thorn leave ne fiur the bai^an gcove 
fonakennesi? biid! can it bet 



a^ wotdd 
Bud&yi 
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No ! thou art witih me stilly 

And long will Uoger; for thy love-lit eye 
This fond caress pressed by thy gentle bill, 

These low breathed words, have each a sweet reply. 



We could not part with thee, 

For deep within oar hearts, there is thy home ! 
Sad woold oar dwelling be. 

Were thy gay laughs unheard, thy sweet words gone. 



Darling, we love tiiee well ! 

Thine is the power to touch and win the heart ; 
Each word a mystery ! every tune a spell ! 

Bird from a foreign clime, we must not part ! 



Tet I a secret crave ; 

Whence came thy voice of dream-like melody ? 
Was it from fairy realms, from Magi's cave, 

Or from some distant clime known but to thee ! 



Caught thou the ocean's moan, 

Or whisperings low in eastern forests heard ! 
Say ! from an ecbo did'st thou steal a tone ! ^ 

Were these the fabrics of thy voice, sweet birdT 
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Higher the gift may be, 

Mysterious one ! with strange and secret powers. 
I ask no more ! thou wilt not answer me ! 

Enough ! enough ! to know that thou art ours. 



Bird of the sea-green vest, 

And scarlet necklace ! fairy of our home ! 
Come, on my finger rest. 

And speak to me in love's low welcome tone. 
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THOUGHTS, 

Upon receiffing a copy of the « Women of the Old and Ifew 

TsttametU;* from the ieaehen of the Sunday School 

of the B. D. Church, 2Ut St, Now York. 

There are moments, when into the heart and tihe sonl, 
A thrill of deep pleasure will suddenly roll : 
And thus to my spirit deep thoughtMness flowed, 
As I looked at the token so kimdly bestowed. 
I dreamed, as I gazed, and in dreaming grew bold. 
Till I communed in fancy with women of old ; 
And sweet were the visions I found on each page. 
As my thoughts traveled backward o'er age upon age. 

As I4nm o'er the pages, Zipporah I see. 
Whose laige speaking eyes beam forth kindly on me ; 
I maiiL the warm blood mount in floods to her cheek. 
As of Moses her husband vidth pride she doth speak. 
Down, down, time's dark vista, Fm passing again, 
Till I stand by a bier with the widow of Nain^ 
And my heart beats with hers, as I hear a sweet voice 
Bid the young man arise and the mother rejoice. 
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Hark! haik! teanarofaDing! torn aofUy fliia leaf, 
lis Mary, the weeper, and vnld is her grief; 
At the first dawn of day, amid daikness and gloom. 
She has come to her Lord, but fonnd vacant the tomb. 
Dry, mourner, thy tears, fhy dear Saviour to see- 
Blest woman ! Ihat He should ap{)ear unto theel 
But fsdth was thy beacon and may it be mine. 
To guide an4 to guard me till life I resign* 



O beautiful gift, would I might but inmA 
*nie fiancies Ay presence batfibroui^ to flly tod! 
'Or paint the emotions, so holy and deep, 
Jlks witii Sardi, and Ifiriom, and Mardw I speA. 
O may each example 'thy pages impnt, 
Be written and stamped on theiolds of my fceart! 
And when Death shall eome,uid Kfe'smndiers ore 4^, 
May I join in tiie songs of die ''Women df Old.'' 
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LINES 

Upon the Burning of the Henry Clay. 

It was a lovely afternoon in the month of sweet Jolj, 
When a flood of golden sunshine poured down from a 

cloudless sk jy 
And dancing, glittering, quiyering round, on waters 

blue tfaej gleamed, 
Until one ma8| of royal gems the noble Hudson seemed. 
Twas then two steamers bounded on^ in wild and mad 

career; 
Regardless of the tearful eyes, the cheeks that paled 

withfear^ 
The trembling forms, the beating hearts, the quick and 

panting breath. 
They madly leaped the foaming waves upon that race 

of death. 

On, on/ one steamer dashed along, in reckless haste, 

on! on! 
Till Catskill met the stranger^s gaze, and like a flash 

was gone. 
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Old Cro' Nest then came up to view — the Highlands 

flEuledfafit, 
And next the Palisades were seen, out like the rest 

> were passed. 
West Point was reached and left behind, and Tonkers 

soon would come. 
And many hearts fek safer there, for thej were near- 

ing home. 
Alas ! alas ! they neared their home, they neared the 

parting breath ; 
The race> that cmel race was won ; its only victor-— 

Death! 



But hark ! that cry of agony—'' Fire ! fire P came 
o'er the deck. 

And stmck dismay to every heart, and left each hope 
a wrecL 

Again, again! ''fire! fire!" is heard, while fiamea 
come sweeping by. 

And wrapped the centre of the boat, amid a firantio 
cry. 

Then mothers clasped their little ones on bosoms wild 
with fear, 

TVUle wives close to their husbands dang, and broil- 
ers, sisters cheer ! 
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Bnt now the vessel nears tiie siiore, alas ! too late I 

too late ! 
For none can reaoh it from the stem, and fearfbl, wild 



B«t see^ the flames spread swiflfy on ! Is there no 

power to save ! 
Help! help! What fearfU mnltitades are plmigk^ in 

the wave ! 
Thewafters near aro bkuA with forms, who, as lliejr 

straggle by, 
Grasp all who come within their reach, and drag them 

down to dia 
DeaQi! death is on the Hudson now! and horror hangs 

around i 
6ieat6od! what screams, and cries, and groans around 

die spot resound ! 
%ii{^ waves, how can you dance along.within your 

fiuv&medbed. 
And play so carelesdy around the <fying imd the dead! 



Rcflbacfk, ye flames! yon aged feim in mercy flee and 



In vain! ike fearful leap is made, he Sniks benea&llie , 
wave; 
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Ai^pe to Um isldndlyliirowD^ one smile of fiuuiks 

isghreDy 
That smile his last ; Ids fltrength is gone, his spirit soars 

to heaven. 
And now a widow and her child, ye i^ves, have sought 

your care ; 
But few the sommers on thdr brow ; then oh, in pity 

spare; 
But no, the cry is beaihed in vain, they sink beneath 

the wave. 
Thus six in fairs from one sad home have foond a 

watery grave ! 



But see yon noble boy of twelve, who battles with tte 
tide! 

A mother fondly, dearly loved, is clmging to his 

side; ^ 

And while he sighed for those he left, his burden on 

he bore. 
And well the noble deed was done — ^they safely readied 

the shore. 
Some, when they sought to render aid, a victim, too« 

became; 
While others sank upon the deck and perished in the 

flame. 
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Alas ! what agon j and woe hath robed that spot in 

gloom. 
Where eighty on that sonny day met such a fearfhl 

doom ! 



A wail floats o'er the Hudson now^ from the watchers 

on the land, 
As the bodies of the loved and lost are laid upon the 

sand; 
Here blooming youth, and helpless age, upon the cold 

bank lie. 
While babes clasped in their motfaer^s arms are sleep-^ 

ing silently. 
Long will it be e'er we forget, when launched upon 

the waves. 
How death passed o'er the Hudson once, and made 

so many graves. 
fOh, may it cause us all to think how near our end 

maybe. 
And so prepare for sudden death and for eternity ! 
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REFLECTIONS 

Up9i^ being delainedfram the home of Cfod, 

List to the Sabbath bell! 

From tower and spire it sounds the honr of prayer ; 
While with its echoes swell 

Praises from God's own house, and I not there ! 

Why should we wish to stay 

In this dark world of suffering and of woe- 
Storms gathering o'er our way, 

And clouds of sin around our path below ! 

As the young hart doth mourn 

For cooling streams imd gentle water brooks. 
So doth my spirit turn 

Unto thy temple, Lord, with longing looks. 

O for that calm retreat ! 
That refuge safe for weary pilgrims found ! 
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Where prayer and praises meet. 
And calm emotions in the heart abound. 



I love thy courts, O Godl 

My pastor's voice falls sweetly on mine ear ; 
Those aisles so often trod. 

Remind my spirit that the Lord is near. 

Yet, though I may not meet 

To-day my Saviour in the house of prayer. 
Stilly to the mercy seat 

My soul may wander — ^He will meet me there I 



O for a dove's white wing, 

To bear me hence to purer realms iiiaathis! 
Where Sabbath anthems ring 

Unchanged, unceasmg, amid bowers of bliss. 



Dear Saviour, hear my cry! 

Teach me my pilgrim days, on earlh to spend. 
So when I come to die. 

My soul may bask in Sabbaths without end. 
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THE MOTHER'S APPEAL. 

8i|£gwte4 by raadfaif'of th* aiiMt mmm ywii iiB«e, of a pott wsom ftr 
iteiliBf ; whUeintehaadftof tiMpoHMtilwbtgied to bt w i m i d , myfag 
■he bmt took the moaey to boy bnad totukoaitj ohfld who wee djiaf with 
hunger. Her wild appeenuMeiBdnBereaitepeeaiiied them to thiakheru^ 
der the iaflaeaee of aideat ipiiiti,aBd hgwoideweie thaad iM egarfed,aad 
die plaeed ia eoaflaeawit, hat the muikmaaia§ they weieihoeked to iad 
her dead, aadapoaieaieUHt to levn that bMiihea«d h«M9,hadiBdied 
diedofftanratioB. 



0, stop, and hear a modier^s woe. 

One pitying look upon her cast ! 
0, watchman, hear, 'erO' on yon go> 

In mercy drag me not 8o£ewt 
Ton will not atop, or Iteed each taar, 

Tet spake I not^ my haait woidd rand: 
One week ago I boded here> 

I had no monej, hadato fdendt 



My husband died upon the sea, 
Alas! how is my heart bereft! 

One only dbfld I have witfuiBe^ 
The <»Jy ena of ajfii^ babet k& 
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Amid your streets, confbsed and wild, 
I wandered on, with aching head, — 

I begged—^ feed my famished child. 
Yet no kind hand would give us bread 



Since jesteimom no food I found. 

My Willie's eye in death grew dim ; 
* I laid him sofUy on the ground, 

And plead, and prayed, for bread for him. 
O, mercy ! hear those hungry moans. 

That sigh that sounded long and slow! 
O, heed the anguish of my tones. 

And let me go! ah, let me go! 

He heeds me not! A few words more : 

I left his side, I hurried on. 
That window saw, and from its store. 

Grasped one small piece to save my son. 
No! watchman, stop! my words believe, 

Tis hunger only makes me red ! 
My words are true, I don't deceive ; 

Have you no heart! cannot you fed f ' 

Hark! hark! again those moans so wild ! 
Unloose thy hold ! Fiend ! fiend ! I'm strong ! 
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Te thall not drag me from my eluld. 
Away! away! I will be gone! 

He holds me sdU! I can't depart! 
Despair! what demons near I view ! 

Aks! aUs! what thrills my heart? 
Proud, heartless man, 111 go with you. 

Lead on, I say ! why halt ye now? 

Thy horrid deed of blood is done : , 
My boy is dead: his morderer thou, — 

Then, tyrant, monster, then lead on ! 
Ha! ha! the goal is reached at last, 

My prison walls at length I see; 
Ay! bar the door! ay! makeit&st, 

Tet one short hour will set me free. 

For God forgives where man will not, 
He looks on me with pitying eye; 

No more I feel my hongry lot 
O, sweet release! I faint, I die! 
• • • • 

The morning smi iii brightness shone. 
And to that cell it softly crept. 

Where lay a woman on the stone. 
Bat in death's arms she calmly slept 
5 



d by Google 



f^ 



58 



REFLECTIONS, 

Z^>o» VMt^ii^ a eifiMUry^ on (A« ionibf of the Pauaie. 



Unfold tby portals, for a stranger seeks 
Admittance here, thou gamer of the dead,-~ 

She leaves the city with its crowded streets, 
One hoar with thee to spend, th j walks to tread. 

In thy lone paths reflection's seeds are sown. 

Each step will bring a thought, each grave a tone. 



Pass in! pass in! TesI we may mter now! 

But paose one moment^ throbbing hear^ and thinks 
Though youth and glee are seated on each lm>w, 

Tet m death's sliunbers, ye have all to sink; 
In some grave-dotted spot ye, too, most lie. 
Earth for thy pillow, and fhj pidl the Aj. 



Tread gently now, the dead lie Mck around! 
Graves upon g>«ves are scattered &r and wide; 
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Here old and young in mtdtitades are found. 

While rich and poor are Bleeping aide by side. 
Biii-HM>lemn thought that o'er my spvit roDs— 
Each deepor owna a soul! Where, then, those sonlsf 



Now wander on ! that litde grave draw near ! 

See'st thou the flower that in the wind doth wave t 
Spring's first-bom gem ! why art thou blooming here, 

Shedding thy perfume o'er a baby's grave f 
Sleep on, sweet babe ! unbroken be thy rest, 
Since Spring a guard of flowers weaves o'er thy breast 

Speak softly now ! hush every sounding note ! 

A young and gifted one is sleeping there. 
Some tender hand this sad inscription wrote, 

** Hushed is the lute-string — ^vacant is the chair." 
But though on earih her lute no more is stirred. 
Perchance in spirit-worlds its notes are heard. 

How calm this spot! This high and noUe hili 
Sprinkled with tombs, how calmly doth it lie ! 

How green the bank, how silent and how still—- 
No sound, save the Passaic dashing by ! 

Beautiful river, as you sweep along. 

Are funeral dirges whispered in thy songt 
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There^ torn we now ! Our hour with thee is past : 
Back to the world again, onr steps we trace ; 

But oW onr souls the solemn thoughts ye cast» 
Time's silyery finger will not soon efface. 

O, may we live, while here on earth we roam, 

So death's dariL portals will but waft us home. 
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STANZAS, 

8tiggeiMhy$eei$^ SteMmei^i "Adaraiimi of the Magi," < 
JUbUedatDutMbrf Gailer^. 



Tdl me, can it be trae 

That holj scene is bnt a pabtiog i 
An artisfs dream? Why, life seems rashing Ihioogh 

Each fonn that mingles in that group so fiiir! 



Still lingers on the dream! 

Ib Bethlehem I stand, while gazing here; 
This nuinger real — the forms that grace the scene 

Seem breathing, trembling to my vision dear. 



Would that on me were shed 

That heavenly light that o'er the group doth shine ! 
Stealing so softly from the lowly bed, 

Wliere Mary watches o'er the babe divine. 
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Aye, Magi, come and kneel 

With thy rich gills. Tis Jesus yon behold ; 
He from whose form that holy light doth steal. 

Is the blest babe of whom yon have been told. 



Hold back thy torch ahi ! 

Tls but a flicker to the light around ! 
Well may you point toward the guiding star 

That led thee on where heaven's best gem is found ! 



See the blind shepherd hero; 

He seeks the Lord : the wish his steps obey. 
And seeing not the light that shines so elear. 

Puts forth his hand, feels it, and knows the way. 



Well Bught those angek love 

To lingw round a {dace so strangdy blest! 
No brighter one was left in realms above. 

Than he who in the manger lay at rest 



Oh, would that words eovid tell 
The deep, the wild, the 8onl4)om thoughts that came, 
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When on diat painthig my first glances fell; 
Looking, to think — thinking, to look again. 



Vaintfieirttoiiqyl^Isee, 

To image forth what dirills the s|»rit Yet 
In iatare dreams it will an£Euled be, 

For that pore scene I wonld not soon forget 
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A NIGHT SCENE IN JERUSALEM. 



Night shadowed &ir Jemaalem ; its cahn 
Lay on the cily; the fonrdi watch drew near. 
And one bright tiara of stan were up. 
And brilHant consteUations ; while the moon 
Floated in silent loveliness above, 
Shedding a soothing influence o'er a scene 
Of darksokmnitj! At that strange time, 
Whoi deep should seal each eydid, might be seen 
A biiDiant light m the h^ jmesf s abode. 
It was a lordlf pahee! high it stood, 
Inallitsmidn^htiqplendbr; massive front 
And marUe court was there, and in that coort 
A fonntam played, whose dropping, Hqnid tones, 
Broke sweetly on the ar; die moon above 
Shone on tiie pavement m long, maiy beams^ 
And sparided on the water. AU the rooms 
That opened in Ae covrt, were lighted M 
And dazzBngly, while forms of makb and men 
Wero gliding back and fordt Caiaphas then. 
In an his pomp arrayed, winched for the stqia 
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Of his foul menengera. His robes of rank 
Served well to bide a beart eompt and vBe ! 
The br<Mdered coat was wrought in costliest fonns^ 
And the blue ^'ephod robe" with tassded hem. 
Of pomegranites and golden bells he wore ; 
While precious stones ufon hk breas^te glowed 
As the lig^t met them; and Aa efkod, too^ 
Flowed o'er him, brilliant wilh its gold and gema. 
The linen mitre, widi its bands of blue, 
Embroideied, and its |date of gold sat firm 
Upon his brow, and the inscription strange, 
«' Holiness to Jehoyah,'' still was Oere, 
Though bloody thoughts were eating through his soiL 
Chief iniests and scribes were waiting bj his side. 
While stem defiance rested on their brows. 
And malice fired thm e jeiL 

Bat stefs bx<% heaidl 
And onward thron|^ the poich^ a band ot men 
Come roughly in, with Ac imprisoned Lord; 
While stealthily one loDowed afiur off. 
But hovered near where the priesf s servants staid. 
Meekly the Saviour stood, when thus arraigned 
Before Caiaphas, solemnly resigned 
To meet His £ate, for well He knew that fiite. 
There, in that hour of night, they mocked and jeered 
The Saviour; but each taunt, each mocking word. 
Met looks of pure foigiveness. 
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Filled widi fear, 
Became frail Peter's hear^ as he surveyed 
The cniel scene and heard the doom of death, 
A malefactor's death, on Jesos passed ; 
And when a maid near by, accosted him. 
As His disciple, he denied, and said, 
'' I know not what ihon sajest ;^ then the porch 
He sought, and in a train of thought he fell— 
So strangdj deep, he scarcely heard the notes 
Of a cock, crowing shiiU and long, close by ; 
But intemiption came, for once again 
A maid came np and said, ^thou wast with AimP 
He trembled then, and scaiedy dared repeat, 
** I know him not,** and yet &e words were said 
An hoar passed by, and standing near the gronp 
Of mockers, Peter stood wUh ashy lips 
And eyes <U]ated. Wdl he marked the scene! 
He saw them strike his Maitar! saw them spit 
Upon His hxAj face, Aisa boffet him. 
And as he marked each blow, the people near 
Obsenred his anxious look, and read his thoughts, 
Then speedily accused him. ''0, fidseman! 
Thou didst belong to Jesus, for &y speech 
Hath the same accents: diou art one of those 
Detested Galileans r Then began 
The weak, dehided Peter, to deny 
With oadis and curses, that he knew the Lord. 
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Shrill were the cook's fiiU notes, as the words fell 
Upon the ear, and 'era the Urd had time 
To fold its wings, the Ssnoor tnmed and looked 
Fall upon Peter. O, that look! that look! 
As Peter caoght the gaze. Us heart leaped np. 
And tiirobbed aknost to breaking. So much grief, 
Such patient sadness, yet foigiyeness, too. 
Lived in tJuU look; his very breath gave pain. 
And with one gasp of agony, he tamed. 
And fled away, as the yoang fawn woold do. 
When load shrill tones of the dread banter's horn. 
And baying hoonds brong^t death kneUs to her ear. 
Then tears gashed forth, wild, bitter, heartfelt tears ; 
And his form qairered with emotions strong 
And fall, as sways the trembling aspen leaves, 
Or rocks the waving billowB. How he grieved. 
That he had sinned so deeply ! how he moamed, 
That he had added to his Master's cap 
Of sorrow ! how he scorned and loathed hunself ! 
Then as he wept in angaish, penitence 
Thrilled throngh his soul, and a sad prayer rose np 
To God and Heaven, and mingled with his tears. 
• • • • • 

Fit preparation this, for that calm hoar. 
When, after man had wronght his work of death. 
The Savioar barst the tomb and lived again. 
And walked vrith His disciples. Then he asked 
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In gently tones, " O, Peter, lonr'at thou Me T 
Three times that qaestion came, three times assent 
Was given ; then, with a glowing brow, a heart 
That overflowed, and sool sobdned with love. 
He cried, with rapture in his voice, ** My Lord, 
Thou knowest all things,, and. Thou knowest well^ 



d by Google 






e» 



VISIONS OF THE HOLY LAND. 



How strange it is that thoughts will come which we 

eannot control ; 
That suddenly sach fantasies will flood the inmost sonL 
Thas oft I meant the iK^ngs of tfaoogfat, and from my 

home I fly. 
Until I stand on eastern groonds^ beneath an eastern 

Aj. 



Jemsalem ! Jemsalem I I often think of thee, 
For in thy courts a Saviours form in fancy still I see. 
His footsteps to the temple tend ; in joy I follow, too, 
To listen there, witb love and awe, to words so strange, 
yet true. 



Jerusalem! Jerusalem! I know how sad thy £ate! 
Thy children all aie scattered wide, thy streets are 
desolate; 
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Yet still the camel bells I hear as through thy gates 

they come ; 
Thine aged walls I often see, thy streets I often roam. 



Then when old Salem's walks I leave, with crowds of 

busy men, 
The Valley of JehoshajAat my spirit crosses then ; 
I think as o'er its beaten paths my steps I sadly trace. 
What holy feet in days gone by, have tonched that 

very place. , 



Monnt Olivet! Monnt Olivet! what thrilling scenes 

have been 
Transacted on thy noble brow, beneath the olives 

green! 
'Twas there for solitude and prayer oar Saviour often 

went, 
While many long and weary nights upon thy sides he 

spent. 



I often climb thy nigged heights to view the landscape 

round, 
While nnseen spirits seem to say, l stand on holy 

ground; 
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Then glancing down the monntam green where Ked- 

ron's waters flow^ 
The olives in Gethsemane seem beckoning me below. 



I know foil well that Providence appointed not my lot 

To visit, save in fancy flights, that widely sacred spot ; 

And thankful will I strive to be since mine's the pleas- 
ant dreams, 

Since thought can reach the Holy Land, and revel 'mid 
its scenes. 
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THE CANAANITISH MOTHER. 



It was a qmet hour — hashed, oahn, and still, 

On Tjre and Sidon's coasts. There Christ had sought 

A resting place ; bat even there was heard 

A tale of misery, to claim his pity 

And his aid. Weary and worn with watching^ 

A stranger threw herself, in mate despair, 

Low at his feet She was a Gentile mother ! . 

^d far in Syria's borders she had heard 

Faint ramors of the Lord; and eagerly, 

With nanting heart, a long and weary way 

Had Mowed him, to breaUie into his ear 

Her tale of woe. Yet, as her quivering lips 

Essayed to speak, a flood ^ burning tears 

Gushed from her eyes, while sobs of agony 

Thrilled wildly through the air. 

O, Son of David, hear my cry! 
In mercy heed my pleadings wild ! 

A widowed woman. Lord, am 1, 
The mother of an only child. 
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Alas ! what agony to me 

The words ''my chSd,** to others dear! 
When bat a babe, I thought that she 

Was sent my widow's lot to cheer. 

Ah me! how can I tell the woe 

That wrong my heart already sad t 
Chide not these t^ars, though iSuit they flow. 

For Master, Lord, my child is mad ! 
O, God! for words my cause to plead! 

(Stop, wretched hearty thy throbbings wild !) 
Say ! wilt thou not my sorrows heed t 

Say! wilt thou not restore my child t 

Trae, Master, trae ! It is not meet 

That dogs should eat the children's bread ; 
Yet sometimes at the children's feet 

Crumbs fall, and then the dogs are fed. 
Dear blessed Lord, one word bestow ! 

Thou, only thou, canst give me aid ! 
Help! help! I will not let thee go 

Until her maniac cries are stayed! 

Joy! mother, joy I 
Thy fiEuth the boon hath won; for lo! he turns, 
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While like a gash of mnsio fall his words 
Upon her moiuiUDg heart: ^^ Great is ihj fiutfa^ 
O, woman! love like thine I have not seen ; 
No ! not m Israel's children. Dangfater, go ! 
Thy child this hour is healed.'' 

Oh! who can paint 
Her joy, as those sweet words first met her eart 
She spoke no word! bat, with a low, glad cry, 
Clasped hands, and qaivering lips, she looked 
Her mate thanksgiving. 
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THE MONARCH'S THOUGHT. 

b ii nU of Xmxw, that whM M Um iMtd of Um al«Mit iMndibto MBj of 
fivt aillloit, he pained to tmtwj tha Tait aaemblaga ; raddtaly thb thaafkt 
pPMMttditMirtohisiBiad: ** When wUl all this sobla amy baaMhnadnd 
yaanAomBowl*' And oraiooma with motion at tIiaiadqa«lioB, ha C9?M«d 
hit Aoa with hit hands, and bant iato taan. 

Halt! haki ye host of valiant ones. 

While I annrey this gUttering band 
Prondy hai^y monarch should I be. 

Five million men at my command! 
60| search the uiiverse around. 

In regions near, in kingdoms far. 
Where vnll yon see a sight so grand. 

As all these heroes armed for wart 

Yet stay ! dread horror now doth seize 

The deepest caverns of my heart; 
A thought my very blood doth freeze, 

A single thought the tears dodi start! 
Tears, did I say t a monarch weep? 

Strange viaon, hence! why cross my track! 
Away ! bat no, it may not be. 

Tears fidl— I cannot keep them back! 
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One hundred yean ! — brief points of time !^ 

When yon have rolled yonr circles rounds 
Where then will be this pageant gay t 

Where will this army vast be fonndt 
Dost! dost! a heap of moolderiog bones ! 

Not one heart left that beats to-day! 
The monarch proud^ the warrior bold. 

All doomed, all certain to decay. 



One hundred years! then each will be 

Foigotten, as a once-heard song; 
None left to tell that we have lived, 

Not one to monm that we are gone. 
Our homes will then remain, 'tis tme, 

Bat stranger forms oor place will fill. 
And other voices jest and sing. 

When onrs in deadi are mute and still! 

One hundred years! Wellmay I weep! 

Since time is neither bought nor sold. 
Life, precious boon, for diee Fd give 

My throne^ and widi it untold gold ; 
In vain— die wish is all in vain! 

This army vast are dying men; 
One hundred years will soon be past, 

And (Aefi— despair lies in Ihat (Aen. 
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LINES TO REV. J. W. S., 

On mr Approaehing Marriage, 

Beloved one! the time draws near 

When I most leave this home of mine. 
With all its host of loving hearts. 

For one, yAkere none vnll love bat tfaina 
Strange thought! yet oh, how wildly sweet 

To be beloved, dear one, by thee; 
Tet ihit can chase all cares away. 

And onZy this give joy to me. 



Then, deaiest, then, in fiitare hoars. 

Let fondness linger m each tone; 
O, let me find qfecHon'sJhwers 

Can blossom in my path alone. 
Be tender of me ! do not mind 

The frailties thoa ma/st chance to see! 
Forgiving, when die case may need, 

Foigetting &alts that shoald not be ! 
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Remember, 'tis a poef 8 heart 

That ihoa hast sought, that ihoa hast won, 
A fragile tiling that heart, dear love. 

Of finest feelings it is stmng ; 
Awake to every thought of love. 

At fondness joyous dreams are stined, 
Tet keenly sensitive, it droops 

Beneadi a chilling look or word. 



A poefs heart! thoa eanst not dream 

The deathless love that it contains ! 
Tis wilder than the wildest joy, 

Tis deeper than the deepest pains! 
Dear one, that weakh of love is thine. 

Twill haunt diy steps, in joy and woe; 
No other one could ding so close! 

No other heart eodd love tiiee so! 

Tet think not that I doubt % fooe. 

No ! it doth light diose eyes of thine ! 
And vriiile thy happiness 111 seek, 

I feel that diou w3t care for mine. 
On thy true breast my head III lean. 

In those fond arms my home shall be! 
Thy loving heart will never fail 

To give a sacred place to me. 
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Then oheerfbllj 111 give mj hand 

Where months ago my heart I gave. 
And from the altar we will ttme 

The odiera peace to seek and save. 
Thns loving, we will not foiget 

The Fadier God we have above. 
Bat to His caose, united, bend 

Our hopes, oar eneigies, oar love. 



3 . 
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MY BABY BOY. 

I little thought a few months since, thoa wovld'st be 

with me now^ 
When I saw that deadly paleness spread itself upon 

thy brow, 
Those tmy hands so clasped in pain, thy Une eyes 

rolled m death. 
While thy mother's watchM listemng conld scarcely 

catch thy breath. 
They told me thoa wast dying then, I knew it most 

beso! 
For I thought my heart would surely break, beneath 

that burst of woe. 

Yet thou wast spared, my darling boy ! God took thee 

not from me I 
He saw my heart's convuldve throes, my spirif s agony. 
And though my prayer was not for life, but that His 

will be done, 
He knew the heart's own wild desire, and spared to 

me my son. 
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Bat now thoa art mine own, mine own, my beantifii], 

my bird! 
0, what a nuh of eestaey those tender terms have 

stured. 



Mine own? Ah, yes! mine own dear one, to lore, 

protect, and bless I 
To chisp within a wild embrace, or mutely to careis I 
Mine own to guard tfarongfa infiincy, to wreede for in 

prayer. 
To watch and guide through youthful years, each joy 

and grief to share. 
And mine a Saviour^s priceless name to teach his lisp* 

ing tongue. 
To tell the glories of the cross, whence free sahalion 

sprung. 



My beautiful! and is it strange that I should style 
him sot 

What modier'a heart is there but sees her babe in 
beauty grow t 

So when I gaze into those eyes, so deeply, darkly Une^ 

Or press the velvet lip and cheek, where crimson strug- 
gles through. 
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Or take the perfect hand in mine, with fingers white 

to see. 
Say, is it strange that he shoold seem a peerless babe 

to me? 

Dear SaTioor! when I bend above mjbaby's cradle bed. 

And breathe my heartfdt Uessmgs down upon his tiny 
head. 

My BOol wells np in thankftilnees ttat thon dioold'st 
mark on high 

An humble mother's monminl tears, or heed her bro- 
ken sigh; 

Yet oh ! since Thon in mercy spared my first bom 
babe to me. 

Be Ibis my endfbe this my aim, to bring him up for Thee. 

O, may I teach my baby boy the way to tmth divine; 
So moold his heart that he at last among Christ's gems 

may shine! 
Help me to make redonption's theme so welcome to 

his ear. 
That it may be his choicest song, the one he loves to 

hear! 
Then, when this worid shidl be dissolved, goae every 

spire and dome, 
O, may he chant his Saviour's praise in an eternal home. 
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PILATE« WIFE. 



The noondftj mm was shedding golden beams 

Upon the lofty domes and minarets 

Of fair Jerusalem; jet few were seen 

In Umr aecostomed hannts; while far away. 

Beyond die city limits^ mi^t be heard 

The diontings of a rabble. They were there 

To feast upon the dying agonies 

Of Calvary's bleeding ones. It was Ihe hoar 

The most eventful on the page of Time! 

That hour^ vdien, for the sins of guilty man, 

A Saviour God, with love unspeakable. 

Hung bleeding on Golgotiha. 

Shout on shoal 
Was borne upon the air! wild bursts of rage 
And guilty tumult! While they echoed round, 
A sheet of darkness glided o'er die sun. 
Concealing it from sight Daiker it grew; 
Daiker — more daik! while, from a cas^nent high 
Of Pilate's princely home, soft munnurs eame 
Of woman's low, sad voice. It was hk wjfe. 
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WhO| on a orimBon coach inwrought with gold. 
Had thrown herself despairing. Near her stood, 
Widi ashy lips, the gwity Governor. 
Again the shouts were heard, and, starting up, 
With tearful eyes and tones of agony. 
Her fears burst forth in words: 
''O, Pilate, say it is not so! 

That Just One is not doomed to die ! 
Yet in^y these diouts so fierce and wild! 

It is not He they craeifyt 
Tea! did'st ihou say t Avannt the thought! 

I but mistook Ifay words I know ; 
O, husband! turn thine eyes on me! 
Alas! their looks but seal my woe! 

O, POate! POate! how could'st Ihou 

Consent to do this deed of guiltt 
Thpu knewest well the tale was false ; 

Then say, why should his blood be spilt! 
Oh, had'st diou known the fearful dream 

That ciaqped my soul this very day. 
Thou had'st not scorned die message sent, 

Or from its words have turned away. 

It was no common dream of night, 
But with the morning sun it came; 
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And oh, those vnUlj frightfiil scenety 
They froze the blood, thej chilled each Tein! 

With mnltitades of angiy men, 
I stood upon Mount Calvary, 

Beside a cross, where, dying, hnng 
The holy man of Galilee. 



With sick'ning sool I tamed to fly. 

Bat horror chained me to the place ; 
Black darkness came, the graves were rent, 

And dead men held me face to &ce. 
It changed ! It was the Judgment Day, 

And, Pilate, thoa wert there with me. 
Before the Jadge, who proved, alas! 

The cracified of Galilee ! 



'DepartP he cried, 'I know yon notP 

Those looks! those tones! they thrilled me so ! 
Bat demons canght oar trembling forms. 

And harled as, shrieking, down to woe ! 
There howls, and shrieks, and moans, and groans 

Arose amid the flame and smoke. 
I screamed! I straggled to be free! 

And in the vain attempt awoke. 
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I started np; that message sent 

Swift to thj hall, without disguise. 
In yain ! the warning was nnheaod; 

And Jesos soffersy bleeds, and dies! 
Bnt see this darkness gathering round ! 

Ton dead ones bursting Ihrough the sod ! 
O, wretched man, my dream was true ! 

You've crucified the Son of God! 
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THE BROKEN GUITAR.— A DREAM. 

Twas the twiligbt hour, and the sanny ray 
From the sky had faded and passed away ; 
I had watched it long, 'till I saw no trace 
Of the sparkling robe in that sanny place; 
And the only thing I ooold now descry. 
Was a mantle of shadows flang o'er the sky. 
Then my thoughts grew sad as I looked aroond, 
The darkness each moment was growing profound ; 
So to banish each gloomy tfaonght afar, 
I touched the low strings of my light guitar. 
How cheering to me was each soft, sweet note. 
The music like magic around did float I 
But hark ! O, what means it? that thrilling jar? 
A string has broke loose in my loved guitar. 
And as by my hand it was riven apart, 
A sigh seemed to rise from the instrument's heart 
Then my thoughts grew sad, as I o'er it bent. 
And gazed at the string, that my hand had rent ; 
While the moments fled, and amid the gleams 
Of fancy, I roved to the land of dreams. 
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I sat at a window when dajligbt dies. 

Gazing up at each glittering star. 
Till a low sob of angoidi, and half stifled sighs. 

Seemed to rise froni my broken gaitar. 
Me thought as I gazed the room filled with light. 

And I heard a faint rustling of wings. 
Then from the guitar rose a beautiful Sprite, 

And stood on the unbroken strings. 



TwBB a tiny maid, — ^but her joys seemed brief. 

For tears filled her lovely blue eyes. 
While her gossamer wings were drooping with grief. 

And her bosom was heaving with sighs. 
She raised the string that had broken in two. 

And kissed it again and again ; 
Then wept, with her fair face half hid fi*om my view, 

While her heart seemed near bursting with paia. 

Then I heard a low and tinkling knell. 

From a violin's quivering strings ; 
When a lady arose, with a golden bell. 

Which a signal gave as she rings. 
Ring, ring, ring, — ^and an old man eame 

From an organ that stood by the wall ; 
Ring, ring, ring, — and an aged dame 

From the piano forte came at the calL 
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Riogy ring, ring,— And a fair haired boy 

Leaped out of a handj flate; 
Ring, ring, ring, — and a babe with joy 

Danced forth from die heart of a lute; 
Ring, ring, ring, — and wMhout any strife, 

A being appeared from all ; 
ETeo Jews harp and dram, bugle, bagpipe, and fife. 

Had some one to answer the ealL 



Then the lady spoke, bat her words were brief. 

As she ceased the bell to ring : 
** My friends, ovr sister is planged in grief, 

For a mortal hath broken her string. 
I have called yon here with my golden beU, 

The broken string to view ; 
Let the ladies approach and examine it well. 

Then tell if they ai^ht can do.'' 

Then each lady, both old and yomig, drew nigh. 

Bat seemed not a moment to stay ; 
Then old men and diildren in tarn glided by. 

Looking at it, then passing away. 
Then they shook their heads, for they naaght coald telly 

To repair the Fa/s broken string ; 
While the lady arose, and again the bdl 

Pealed forth its low musical ring. 
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Ring, ring, ring ! ** Let every joung man 

In the country, no matter how far, 
Appear in an honr to do all he ean. 

To repair our poor sister's gmtar ; 
And the one Aat snooeeds in repairmg the string. 

And reviving each musical strain. 
So flie songs tliat she lovesy from its heart she eairhsing, 

As his bride our fak sister shall daiau'' 



The hour had passed; and again d«ew nigh 

A concourse of forms from afar; 
While every one gai2ed witik a pitiiul eye. 

On the Fay of tiie broken guitar. 
Full many a noUe youth was &ere, 

Who, eager to vrin the prize. 
Would rush to the string \viih a hopeftd ak, 

But return with dei^nding i^ha. 

Until every youth in diat eonhUess bim^ 

Arrayed in his holiday dress^ 
Had attempted the taric, with a tr^nUing hand, 

But alas ! without an J" soccesB. 
Then a saddened looL I could see on all> 

As the last of the train had done, 
While nothing was beard in &at well filled boB, 

Save the sobs of the heart stricken one. 
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Batlittoa! a harp Aat wm sfemSng Vf , 

Half hid in the shadows awaj. 
Unseen or anotioed l^ ere iy eye. 

Now stnick xsp a dieerfiil la j. 
The melody eeaeed. A sCffiness AH 

On the band diat were trembling wHb fright; 
And then, in the midst of the s3ent spell, 

A stranger arose to tkea s^pht 



A snowy pbune in hb cap had place. 

Which wated o'er his forebead Ugh, 
While his i^yM smile, and his manly grace, 

Soon banished all fear from each eye. 
He raised the string that had broken in two. 

When he reached the poor maiden's gnitar, 
Then breathed on it once, when together it flew, 

And nothing its mnsic conld mar. 



No thought can equal the Fa/s delight, 
As she practiced each wdl known lay; 

Then giving her hand to the skillM Knight, 
Amid music they glided away. 

Ring, ring, ring,— the well known kneD 
Seemed to gladd^ my ears again; 
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When there came at the call of the golden beU, 

A priest and a bridal train. 
The marriage vowe were the next thing heard. 

And the lady and kqight were one; 
For a moment the air seemed by mosio stirred. 

And the next, all the train were gone. 



I started again and foond widi surprise. 
Thai nothing bat slnmber had opened my eyes; 
It was bat in my dreams I had rambled so far. 
As to visit die Fay of my htokea goitar. 
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THE BUTTERFLY'S SONG. 



I am comoi I am come^ vnQk the balmy 9pmg, 
Bearing beantiful tmta on my gonamer wing. . 
I fly imhanned orer yaHey and lea. 
And often ghre chase to the bird and die bee. 
I qpeed with delight to the garden bower% 
To bieathe the perfiime of the fragrant flowen. 
I tarry awhfle where the jessamine grows. 
And whiq)er We songs to the Illy and rose. 



I kiss the sweet lips of the &ir bine bell. 

And a flattering tale to the violets teD; 

I fan with my wings the anemone rare. 

And lie on the breast of the snow-drop so &ir; 

I bathe nnsera, at an eariy honr^ 

In the dew drops I find, in the enp of a flower. 

Then I diy my wings as I ride on the breeae. 

Far oter the heads of the flowers and trees. 
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When I rise in the morning my toilet I make, 
A babUe, my glass, which I find on the lake. 
And then, when arrayed to the best of my powers, 
I make my repast on the nectar of flowers. 
I sport with the sonbeams, those beantifiil dungs. 
And mimic Ifae hnm of Ifae bee wkh my wings; 
And then, when night shadows steal over the sky. 
In the heart of a floweret in safety I Be. 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



95 



CONTENTMENT.— A FAIRY TALE. 



^ Race of the rainbow wing, the deep blue eye, 
Wbose palace was the bosom of a flower. 
Who rode upon the breadung of a rose. 
Drank from the harebell, made the moon queen 
Of their gay revels, and whose trompets were 
The pink veined honey suckle, and who rode 
Upon the summer batterfly, who slept. 
Lulled in the sweetness of the violefs leaves. 
Where are ye nowT — Ladrfs Book. 

Twas a warm pleasant night in the season of spring. 
When there stood on a lily a beautifal thing ! 
Twas a fairy form, and the lay she sung, 
Tdd from a heart of contentment it sprung. 

THE faibt's Song. 

In &e ikiry realm not one I see. 

Fay, Sprite, or merry Elf, 
Or Naiad in yon moonlit i 

So happy as ipysd£ 
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A Ul/s heart I make my home. 

Hid in its folds I lie. 
While zephyrs lightly o'er me roam. 

To chaot my lullaby. 



The crescent on my youthful brow. 

Is formed of dew drops fair; 
The breath of flowers floats round me now. 

Borne from some wild parterre. 



My path is paved with buds and flowers. 

When o'er the earth I fly, — 
My coach, a leaf from Flora's bowers. 

And my steed a Fire Fly. 

I cull'd the down from a wild bird's crest. 
And a beautiful wand I made. 

While it caroled on, when I sunk to rest, 
Screened by my lily's shade. 



My robe is formed of jewels bright. 

With tints of every dye. 
Caught from the clouds of azure light. 

That passes quicUy by. 
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Of a life of joy and hope I am sore. 
Then why Bhonld I wish to roamt 

For I fed no haim, as I Be secnrey 
Hid in my ISy-homeu 



Oh! in the Mrj realm net one I see. 
Fay, Sprite, or merry Eil, 

Or Naiad in yon moonlit sea, 
Ab happy as myael£ 



She ceased her lay, and then sank to deep, 

A beantifhl gem, in her floral retreat ; 

While the song she had sung, her own sweet lay. 

By a sonmier breeze was borne swiftly away. 

And when it had passed, its last sweet strain, 

By an echo, was brought to oar ears again. 

At length it had gone, and all was still. 

Not even a ripple distnrbed the rill. 

Not a sigh from the leaves of die trees was heard, 

Not a lay burst forth fix>m each caroling bird. 

While the flowerets in awe, did their petals endose, 

Lest they broke the depth of that deep repose; 

Not a spray from the sea, not a dew-drop fell. 

To mar the length of that fairy spell. 

For ani^iile this ladled, then over the sea, 
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Came a bant of magie mfaitreby; 
Then there bounded to view o'er ihe wnters ligb^ 
A boaty with the nunstral, an ocean Sprite* 
The tin J bark was widi peavb inlaid^ 
The seats of crystal were richly made. 
The oars were brought from a coral cave. 
To bear the bark o'er the foaming wave ; 
And on it sped o'er the patiikss sea. 
While the minstid ponred forth her melody* 
Oh, fair was the Nymph, as she gHded by. 
There was a mischievioos look in the glance of her eye. 
And methonght there was mirth on her brow so fair^ 
As she braided sea gems wiib the cnrls of ber hah*; 
And when the light boat floated nearer the land, 
She shook off the cwk with her tiny white hand. 
And waving her wand which of mines was nsade^ 
The beantiM baik in its vrild oonrse die stayed. 
** Bold Fury come forth," she half langhingfy cried. 
As she raised np her hand with a well mimio'd pride ; 
Then swifUy the flow'ret its petals withdrew. 
And the Fay of the Kly lay tremUing in view. 
''Metfainks thou wert bdd in thy song, merry Elf, 
When saying, that none were so gay as yourself; 
Ton! who ride npon naught bat the leaves of a bower. 
And having no home but tfae cup of some flower! 
Ton possess neither riches, distinction, or might, 
Then why are your spirits so merry and 1 
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For your pumdimaiil bow, ymi with me ouMt ilrsj 
To the court of Kiag H^pikme, vwbjI i^wajP 
And lifting tko Fftj ^ kr tiny boat. 
She seized &e ours, nod i^wej &ey ieat; 
And as onward Ihey «jped o'er the feanoiiig aei^ 
She hrea&ad to fter late Ifak wiU mekdy : 



Far, far in the oavee of the deep b|ne aea^ 

On corab and pearls I rest, 
While my foardian iare^ i»j canopy. 

Is the sea^ with its snow white cresi 
Oh, happy am I— oh, happy am I, 
As down in &e depths of die sea I lie! 

The wild wares above me are ringing fteir lay. 

Their mnac I constantly hear! 
I twine my hair with the ocean's spray. 

And play with the gems that are near. 
O, merrily passes die tfane with me. 
In the dep&s of the se»— in the depOe of die sea. 

She ceased her lay, and the tmy hehn 
She stayed in the midst of King Neptune's realm; 
Then leading the way through the palace of ligh^ 
0he brought unto Neptune the tremUing S[Hite, 
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And teUing the case in her own sweet way. 
She bade him ponish the boasting Fay. 
Methonght a smile I could neaiiy descry, 
Though a tear-drop gleamed in his deep daiiL eye, 
As he bade her kned on a cushion of pearls, 
And a coronet placed 'mid her beautiful curls. 
"Tib a token of praise which I give unto thee. 
For the heart of contentment that in thee I see ! 
Be always contented ; wherever you roam. 
Breathe never one sigh for a wealthier home. 
May it ever be thus, although lowly your lot, 
May that smile of contentment be never foigotl 
I will think of it also, wherever I dwell; 
And now gentle Fairy, farewell, taie fiiee well I'' 
He ceased! and the Nymph that had taken her there, 
Transported her back to her lily home fiur. 
Where she revels nnharmed in the £urest of bowers, 
Making her home in the hearts of the flowers; 
There cheerful and happy she warbles her lay. 
The same merry Elf, the same innocent Fay. 
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THE CAGED BIRD'S LAMENT. 

O, tell me "wbj is it that here I must itay. 
Shut up in this cage on this beantifnl dajt 
O, what have I done, that I always most be 
A jHisoner kept, when I long to be freet 

In despair I have tried every means in my power. 
To escape and be free, if for only an hour; 
I have straggled to bend the hard bars to my will. 
Bat it all is in vain! Fm a prisoner still! 

I long to speed hence to my own green wood now, 
Or to wing my swift flight to some far moontain brow; 
Bat I cannot! I cannot! I never can be 
Nambered agiun with die joyfal and free! 

When they first pat me here, I was filled with ddight,' 
For the objects around me were new to my sight; 
Bat of each I grew weary, and soon poised my wings. 
To fly oflT in search of more beaatifal things. 



d by Google 



102 THE CA61D BIXd's I.A1CENT. 

Bat ah! what a pang I felt ihriU through mjheart. 
When I found through the wires I could not depart 
Let me flutter or struggle, it all was the same, 
Those cold bars were there, and J, too, must remain. 



At length the sweet voice of a fair child I heard, 
Who had come to rejoice o'er her beautifol bird. 
And my hopes rose again, for my wrongs I wotdd teD, 
And then bid my prison a joyM farewelL 



With a low trembling voice I began the sad tale, 
I told of the mountain, the meadow, the vale. 
Of the wild forest trees where I often would stay 
To carol my songs, 'ere I passed on my way. 

I spoke of each scene that I ever thought fair. 
Of each bower I loved, and the nest of my om,. 
Of the long cherished playmates'awaiting for woe. 
Then begged her to set the poor captive bird free. 



Wbffi I Mdsd my stoiy, I locked in her ftod. 
To fead Ae coutpuA&a, I HMre sougftt ti»1»ce; 
Qjutshe joyfUfy cfied, 'ere the last note was dene, 
" Oh, motiMT, dear mother, how sweetly hi tmgP 
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Tben I screamed in mj anguish, I shrieked in despair. 
For I knew that my home most forever be there ! 
To my ugliest noises she still would exclaim, 
^ What a spnl stirring trill! what an exquisite strain !" 



She brings me choice food, the sad hours to beguile. 
And always comes near me, with chirrup and smile ; 
She loves, ah yes ! worships, the poor litde thing. 
And imagines me happy because I can sing. 

Ah! litde she thinks that each note soft and low. 
Is a new thought of anguish, a new pang of woe ! 
That what she admires and seeks to prolong, 
Is my heart gushiag fbrth w^ eadi new bust of song. 

Long years have I Iain here, heart stricken with grief. 
With nothing to cheer me, no hope of relief. 
Without even a glance at the beautiful sky. 
Longing in vain to be free, or to die. 

I pine, oh f I pitte fbr toy forest-home stOl, 
For the mountain, the valley, the garden, the (HIl ! 
To speed wldi my loved mates fhr over the sea: 
Oh, God ! for one moment tc^f^l myself tee ! 
October ZOth, 1846. 



d by Google 



104 



NE M'OUBLIEZ PAS. 



When frieDds yoa love^ with smiliog fsice, 
Claim in your heart a resting place. 
Oh ! let a comer still remain, 
For one who even Iotos thy name ! 
Ne m'onhBfiz pas. 



When those that once you trosted, prove 
Unworthy of yonr tender love. 
And when yon sigh and feel bereft, 
That yon without a fiiend are left, 
Ne m'onbliez pas. 



When sunny scenes all disappear. 
When sighs are heard, when starts the tear. 
Let thoughts of me thy bosom fill. 
Who loved ihee once! vidio loves thee stOl! 
Ne m'ouUi^ pas. 
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THE AUTUMN SONG OF THE FLOWERS. 



The aatomn, the antomti, is passing away, 
And cold winter will shortly be here. 

When the beaatifbl robes that we each wear toJay, 
Win be withered, and faded, and sere: 

Then linger no longer, bid eacfi one good bye. 

To the ground let as fly ! to the ground let us fly 1 



llien the cold winds above us may howl if they will. 
And the snow wreaths fall diickly around, 

Tet we may lie happy, and peaceful, and still. 
In our snug little home in the ground. 

Then come, gentle sisters, no longer delay. 

But let us away! ah, yes! let us away! 



When down in our winter home, safely we lie. 

With no one to mark our retreat, 

Though JackFrost should eachmominggo stealthily by. 

Some poor little floweret to meet,— 
8 
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Hid deep in the ground^ we may laugh in oar glee. 
For in safety are we ! oh^ in safety are we ! 

/ 
And when the cold clouds shall have passed from the 
skieSy 
And the snow crowns have taken their flight. 
From our wintry retreat we will quickly arise. 

Clad in robes £Eir more fresh to the sight; 
Then come, gende flowerets, no longer delay. 
But let us away! ah, yes! let us away! 
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THE ROWERS. 

Wt kid btM o«t wpM ft pio-Bie, •■ a dtfigktM albtMM, whM ia Um gUt 

•f Um BMNMSt, ft pMty of M jwnff fjrii ilole away ftom th« oompaay, aad 

•BtMiH tlw Utile 10 w boat that bad bM^ht M to Um tpot, w» wwwl irai^^ 

araaadtholaiioaad boaatifbllakt. It wm whilo dMhi^f oror tbo olear, ' 

■ blaawatin,witb aa oar ia my haul, that tbo foUowiafliaetwonoonpoMd. 



See^ Imw nriftl J aowwo iosty 
Bounding o*«r the lake §6 free, 

b <mr iMqr btat 
See the liapp J Cmm now ! 
Smiles are wreatfaiiig evwy kro vl 
Hearts are beating joyondy. 
Keeping time, bine waves, with thee ; 
With thee, with thee. 
Keeping time with thee. 



Hush! Ihir rowers, stay yoor oar! 

Listen to that song so light; 
There! we hear it now once more, 

It is some water Sprite! 
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It hai ceased ! now onwavtl glide. 
Oh, how gafly now we ride ! 
Rowers, ply your oars with glee. 
And sing some gentle lay witfa,me ; 

With me, with me. 
And sing some lay with me. 



Dip the oam in swiftly now. 
Let us feel the falling spray; 

Seatter it upon onr bf ow. 
As we dash away. 

Hmrah! hmrah! how swift we go! 

How wdl I loTe this magic row. 

Oar bonny boat, the wtLton Uae, 

And onr merry hearted crew! 

Onr crew, onr crew! 

And our Merry crew. 
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THE ANGEL'S TEAR. 



It WBi a lovely boor! 
The golden son wae smking &tt, to rest in peaee 
Widiin the bosom of the skj. Yet 'ere it paieed. 
It kindly shed a splendid beam on all aronnd. 
As if to giye a joyful tone to its ftreweH 
Twas at diis hour that I had quickly hied to Hew 
My favorite retreat It was a sonny spot! 
Stretching before me, lay in qmikling brightness fiur. 
The silvery bosom of a lak& The tiny waves. 
As they bounded on^would sometimeshold strangerevels 
With the flowers, that grew int>fiisely on their banks. 
Kow catching them in glee, aa if to bear them benee. 
Then dashing them with water, bounding on in sport, 
While many a sweet laugh would seem to fill the ahr; 
Hicq again, when a willow's bough would o'er it bend, 
As if to read its thoughts, 'twould plunge it sportivdy 
Deep within its bosom, then shout with merry mirth. 
To see the dazzling spray, fall in tiny globules, 
As it arose from out the strange baptismal font 
Often have I gazed, almost entranced, upon i^ 
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LisfteniDg with wfld delight, and half imagining 
That fan* Apollo's Bprites were having a soiree 
Within each babble, so melodions were the sounds 
That stole from thence to thrill die listener's heart 
How much heaiaty, tooy I marked vspoB the banks 
Of that fiur stream. The trees, each qpear <tf grass, 

were robed 
In lovely Kamienii soeh as worn in Paradise. 
Flowan of ewy hoe,. wevs-neddiBg all avoond^ 
Seemiag 13» sftan peering from a sky oi green,^ 
Among tmm I eoaU se» Yiohi's Wve-Kt 9f, 
And sweet Ck^rtonia^s smOe; wUk feit Ckam6B, 
Witb heat pm snowy brow, leoderfy mxAncm 
Yonder ekn, phndiig k te^ banish tiiat stem frown. 
1 waa eaohanted wilh a i^ so frdry yke^ 
And threw nqraslf upon a mony bank, to sea» 
Tko lovely pietore^: when swldenly I spied 
CkM whes^ I lay,.a bed of white aoenoMi^ 
My kvonii fkmen; and as^I o'er one bent^ 
I marhid a dew-A<ep nesdmg in its bosom. 
Loof I gazed vpois it, tUnkmg of its hislmyv 
WaftdiDikig wimwo il eame, and how it was •onpoaed^ 
Tiimad my wise ndectiomv m^ eyeSda drooped 
AaA by the dffWKlroiv and dioibwer, Ibe tiyaber il^ 
And ia my sisep I drsamed. 

1 kad a view of Heavmil 
Long had I gaaed npott a sOray cloud 
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That tpanned the sky, wlieo raddenly it parted, 
ReveaUog to my eager sight a Btartling scene. 
Upon a si^)idure throne I saw the King of kings. 
With Us beloTed Soa Upon the noUe brow 
Of Him who roles the universe, there sat a crown ! 
OoDi formed this diadem, too daziling to the sight 
Angels, too, were floating o'er the courts of heaven, 
Drawing from Aeir golden harps a burst of music. 
Filling ibe air above, and reaching where I stood. 
Butsoddediy it ceased! each gentle note was hushed. 
And gating round, I saw an angel chawing near; 
Her snowy robe drooped in wavy folds around her. 
While a Aiomer of golden curis fell from her brow 
In glittering masses, o'w her pure white neck. 
Bui well I marked the eye, so deefdy, daikly blue. 
That seemed to steal its shade from the violet* s heart 
As she i4>ptoached ibe throne, ibe Saviour smfled. 
Then placed his hand upon h^ sunny cuils, and said, 
''And so you came, fiur truant^ at my sranmons. 
Without delay. I have a mission for thee now ! 
Speed, then, to yonder world, and on this taUet king 
A written record of one heart now beating there. 
Each thought, each feeling, faithMy portray toir me ; 
My tablet Mercy, now I place in thy pure hands^ 
Write on its snowy surfice with Truth's beamy pen. 
And Charity's sweet spirit; angd away t away!* 
I saw the bright one turn, and heard the farewei song 



d by Google 



112 THE ANOIL's teas. 

Breathed bjr the sonn j band, to cheer their comrade't 

flight 
With anzioas eyes I watched her snowy form descend. 
Bat started when I saw her stay her wing to write, 
AboTC my favorite retreat, my sommer haunt! 
I saw her pen my thovgkts, and marked the happy 

smile 
That trembled oa her lips grow dim, Ihen disappear. 
While to her lordy eye a tear drop came and fdl. 
Bat as it dropped, a roving zephyr^ passing by. 
Spied the tiny gem, and caog^ttit on its wing, 
Then taming, hid the treasured tear witfam 4he cup, 
That chalice dashed with silverof my anemone. 
Meanwhile the record ot a heart was finished. 
And the angel stood again before the sapphire throne, 
And as she read the tale, I heard the monmfhl strains 
Breathed by the spirit chmr ; 'eoe it ceased. 
The clouds rolled o'er the soeneaad I coold seenomore. 
Or hear anght, save rthe soog. 

I started from my sleep ; 
Above me, on a «inIlow's drooping bough, I saw 
The oriole's glittering phunage, while its song 
Filled all the grove with melody. Nothing was near 
To whisper of the vision, save when I gazed 
Upon my floral fiiend, and saw the airy dew-drop ; 
Then, in that tiny visitor, I recognized 
The angel's tear. 
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THE ORPHAN BOY. 

Tht MlowiBf Umi wtit wiittMi tpM iwdivf n iMOUt of Um loM of Um 
bMWtilU <" AUntie," wUoh eMUintd tin toaohiaf ^HMf of ft littlt b«y 
wkoaloMWMMTedflMitlwwitekfOotof ftfiunilyof MVM. Thin at Um 
ftgt oTtwvhre jMn, WM thli UttW •rphn Mltd to moon tlw loMdrUi Ikth- 
m ftad mtchtr, two iktM* ftsd two biothtn, iD takm fion him by om AkuI 
itioko. WUBt^thttUswhokfaoiflyhftdpwidMdwitlitlnwieekfliteK- 
olftiMi.iBfteMBtfofUMwadMtgikC ^'Oh^taksaMftMltliiowiMfBtotlM 
•w, that I wMj diowB with my fothtr ftad mothtr, my bfothnt and mrten !" 



All gone! all gone! I feel it now; 

Death claimed my dear ones for UU own ; 
And moat I then aubmisaiTe bow, 

Tbongh left to weep herd all alone t 
All gone ! not one with me to aigh. 
Then let me die! oh, let me die! 



I atmggle to be calm and pray, 
Tet, oh, it cannot, cannot be! 

Those white waves beckon me away; 
Haik! listen to them calling me. 

I cannot bear this weight of woe. 

Then let me go! oh, let me go! 
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Father, my own dear father yel^ 
I lore to think of thee too well; 

Thy amile I nev^ can f^wget, 
AMiongh the waten o'er thee swell ; 

Say, fiUher, was not God naldnd. 

In leaving thy poor boy behind! 



Mother, I caoDot say adieo, 
I only grieve, and weep, and sigh ; 

Then eome and take your dnfing, too,,— 
Widi thee, twere even bliss to <fiel 

Ah, draw me in the foaming sea. 

And let me breathe my last with thee. 

Sisters, sweet sisters, now yon rest 
In peace, — yonr winding sheet the wave ; 

Wonld I might clasp yon to my breast. 
And share yonr lowly crested grave 1 

Oh, let me die with those I love. 

And live with them in ^^ealms above. 

Brothers, loved brothers, is it tme 
That we will never meet again t 

Alas! were I bat sleeping, too. 
With yon beneath the angry main! 
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Those wild waves will be dear to me, 
Sino^ all I love are in the sea. 



Oh, God! is Aere no heart to hear 
Hie orphan's londj, friendless cryf 

No hand to wipe away the tear. 
Or soothe each low and uMMunfiil s%ht 

Not one to throw me on the wave. 

That I may dMure wkj dear oaee' grayet 

AH gone! aUgooe! sot one heart left 
To beat responssre to my own^ 

In one short hour of all bareft^ 
And left to wander on alone! 

Death claimed the ones I loved so 

Would it might tako tba orphan toot 
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"O GOD, BE NOT FAB FROM MB* 

.Be with me when 
Myhetrtislight! When hope haOi flimg 
Its magic spell o*er a heart still yoimg^ 
Weaving die fatare a robe of joy. 
When the dreams of youth shall my heart employ,— 
Be ^th me Ihen. 



Be with me when 
My heart is sad! When love's bright day. 
With its hours of hope, shall have passed away; 
When the low sweet tone and the love-lit eye 
Are nombered with things long sinee passed by,-— 

Be with me then. 



Be with me when 
lonely sigh from my heart will swell. 
When a tear its story of grief vrill tell; 
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When eaoh dionght that flashes aerois m j mindy 
In passing will leave a new pang behind,— 
Be with me then. 



Be with me when 
Mj wounded heart seeks relief m pnyer; 
When I Uy at Thy feet each wish, each care! 
Oh, when with each trial to Thee I come. 
Teach me to mnrmnr ''Thy will be doneT — 

Be with me then. 



Be with me when 
I bid farewell to the things of earth. 
To its scenes of sorrow, its scenes of mirdi; 
When the heart is stiD, and the form grpws cold. 
When dealh and the grave shall my being enfoM,- 

Be with me then. 

Be with me when 
I joomey on to a world unknown. 
Oh, leave me not then to enter alone! 
Bnt be with me still, to show me the way 
To the reahns of peace and of endless day, — 

Be widi me then. 
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THE LITTLE BOY AND HIS WIND ANGELS. 

Mamma, mwnma, elk, come and Me 

The angels kiss die floweni! 
I heard ihem as I chased a bee 

Among the orange bowers. 

The floVr^ do not like i^ ma. 

They think it impolite,— 
Some of die pretty things would Uosh, 

And some tmned Jtraogdy white. 

What funny things those angeh are. 

That sport among the bowers. 
For I could hear them laqgh in glee. 

While talkmg to the flowers. 

Mamma, I thought it very vtiBBge, 

So bent my litde head 
To listen to the preUj dungs 

Those lovely angels said. 
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I did not know a single word, 

Thej talked so low and sweet; 
I wonder where die angels live. 

And where they learned to speak ! 



The flow'rets seemed to understand 

All that I could not do. 
For I could see them shake their heads. 

And sometimes nod them, too. 

Those angels are as happy. Ha, 

As you and I can be; 
Just listen! how they play and sing, 

And whistle in their glee. 

They must luMre liked to kiss the flowers, 

And whisper to tfiem, too ! 
I wish I were an angel, Ma, 

To do as they CBxt do! 
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TO A CLOUD. 



Cloud of the azure hue! beaatifiil tliiiig! 

Witb Aj rose-tiiited brow, and thy gossamer wing! 

Oh, whj art thou smiling so sweetly on hi§^ 

Treading so lightly the paths of the sky t 

Oh, sweet are die thoughts that thy presence hath given. 

My own gentle visitor! daughter of Heaven! 



Child of the smnmer sky! vranderer dear! 
Oh, why is Ay home in so lofty a sphere! 
Are you pkiced in yon Heaven, sweet rover, to be 
A veil to some pctnre that we may not see! 
O, splendid the vision must be to behold. 
When even its veil is of azure and gold! 



Queen of the eourts above! crimson tipped doud! 
Thou hast folded the sky in a tissue-like shroud ; 
Thy^ light fairy wings, like a banner unfurled. 
Are stretched as a canopy over the world; 
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And Aere, as an angel gnard, long ma j ye rest, 
Clond, with thj airy form! gem of the blest! 



Delicate thing ! m yon pathway of light. 
Ton were placed as a symbol of scenes far more bright ; 
O, a comforting thought to my bosom is given, 
lliat yon beantifiil doad is the margin of Heaven ! 
And if we wonld enter the " mansions'* on high, 
Throngh the portal of clouds oar yoong Sfmits mostfly. 

dond of our Bpini home! emblem of love! 
When I gaze on thy airy form, stationed above, 
I feel my heart throb with, an inward delight. 
That we are permitted to weleome the sight; 
And long would I love ia communion to be. 
Beautiful doud ! with my own* thoughts and thee. 
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JUDAS. 

The morning san was rolling in his car 

Of goMen light, across a soft blue sky. 

Shedding his streaming flood of sunbeams down 

Upon an eastern city. Jerusalem 

Seemed badied k beautjt On the torreli now 

The sunshine i^y^ thea to the batdements 

It stole, in& brilliant gleam, and danced arvrtiile, 

Then gliding on, it lit t^ temple^i roof 

Of gold, with a bright gush of daztlrag Mght^ 

Too bii|^ for eyes to rest i^b^ whik ikt "Mtb^ 

Flowered with silver, gold and purple, seemed 

Alive with beauty; then the pillars high. 

Festooned with gold, and vines, and grapes^ io bright. 

Seemed all a mass of sunlight 

At this hour 
A man was seen to leave the Judgment Hall, 
Where Jesus had been doomed to die, and rush 
With furious speed on to the temple ; 
Nor paused he in his headlong speed to scan 
The peerless glory of the scene ; but on 
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He went, aotil witbia tke courts he ttLeed 
Chief priests and elders* Then wiA geslves wild. 
And frantic looks^ he proffered to their touch 
Thirty sttiaH bits of ntver; b«t despair 
Rushed to hiii ftoe, as ttey tailed to tdce 
The btthiiBg; laete ; then disti^tedl^ 
He clutched dw cdiba, and wfldfy pledd i 



Chief priests and ei<fers» h^ar tny anddouA prayer ! 

O, take these coins which I would fain return^ 
Take them, and sa^e me from the pangs I bear; 

My vitals now they wither, scorch, and bum. 
That paltry sum I would not handle mor^, 
So add diem to your store. 

Youdonottouehiwitoirtil Yelvid^nilay! 

Let me eonfesa whi^ fills me with alarm: 
A guiltless mim I did for gain betray! 

A hdy^ gentle One, who did no harm ! 
Let me declare, while I my sin repeA^ 
Jesus is innocent 

They turn away! '' See then to tfaat,^ Aey cry ; 

Great God ! those careless words have sealed his fate^ 
The mercifid, the good, the puie, sMult die. 

While I, aeoonsed \ne^ iiepeat too ktel 
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His Uood is on my soul! and writliing pain 
Stings under each daik stain. 

Hnsh! hark! what mean those shoatstiiat fill fhe air t 
Hist ! 'tis the rabble gloating o'er their prey ; 

And I tiiis deed have donel Despair! despair! 
What shall I do to Uot mj goilt away! 

I am too fonl to live! unfit to die! 
And yet for death I sigL 

Was it a man that cBd this deed of shamet 
A man with powers to think, to fed, to know! 

No! when I sold my Master, I became 
A fiend, aye, worse, a demon left bdow ! 

A devil's Upas poison now I bear. 
My braalh pdlutes the air! 

Hence! hence! I cannot Gve! I will not bear 
This load of guilt ttat on my soul doth lie. 

Great God! I dare not longer breathe thy air. 
Or cumber earth; then let me haste to die. 

Shout on, yon rabUe, for your shouts become 
Meet <figes for my tombr 

Then dashing down the silver on the floor 
Of polished marble, widi a firantic speed 
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He cleared the temple, and ran madlj on, 
LeaTJDg the eily with its crowded 1116018; 
Nor paused he onee, until witfaoat the walls 
He sought a grove, where, on a cedar's branch. 
He hanged himselC 

80, sinner, pause and hear! 
Hast fhon, like. Judas, let a love of gain 
Creep in thy hear^ enveloping thy soul 
In sin's dark numde t Then repent tins hour; 
But not like Judas with despair repent, 
But hoj;^ stiU, oh! bring thy laden heart 
To Jesus. At His cross, His flowing bbod 
Will heal thy wounds, and wash each stain away. 
In Satan's paths no longer walk. Come now. 
Lest death approach, and it becomes too late. 
Or fell temptations lead thee on, still on. 
And with surprise yon sink in death, without 
A hope, a prayer, a Saviour, or a Heaven. 
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THBT CALL ME U6HT IIEARTER 



Thej think I am happj! ah, IiUIq tbey dream, 
That m J spirits are not all a3 gay as tfaej seem ; 
Thej tliiak that the 9nules which my fips always wear, 
Hides a heart free from aognish, a soul free from care , 
Tes, Ihey ei^ me I%ht hearted, yet little they know; 
Underneath each gay smile, lies 4 fountain of woe. 



None think of the 9orrow a %ht jest may hidef 
None dream of the jg^ef that is shadowed by pridet 
Ahy little they know that eadi laugh which they hear. 
Is breadied, but to smother a s^h and a tear. 
They call me light hearted, but never can tell 
How a thought will engulf me in grief fike a speE- 

lliey guess not the struggles it cost me to make 
A light hearted spring for each step tiiat I take f 
They know not the pangs Aat it gives me to wear 
A glanee in my eye, that wiU seem free from care ! 
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They tliink I am happy! ah^ may they ne'er feel 
One hatf of the angaiah my heart cbnld reveal 



O, would that the past could be washed out by tears, 
Thai a sigh could undo all the anguish of years ! 
From the cup of forgetfulness would I might drink. 
For I wish of the past that I never might think. 
Let them call me light hearted ! yet tears still will star^ 
While I pnj that one ray may but M on my heait 
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TO A LEAF FLOATING DOWN A STREAM. 



Beantifcil leaf! with fhy green, lovelj pinion. 
Oh, whj hast thou roved from thy home in the tree t 

Did die wind blow toe ronghljt was the light there 
too piercing! 
Or saj, with thj sisters could'st thoa not agrae t 

Did thej bring to th j heart an j sorrow or grief, 

Tliat thns then hast left them, my beautiful leaf! 

Bright gem from the tree tops, my heart fills with 
sadness. 

When I think of yoor fate as yon glide on the lill ; 
Then sport not so lightly, oh, sail not so swiftly. 

For the wavelet, though lovely, is treacherous still ! 
Did the sound of its music seem love lays to thee. 
That thus you have sought it, fSur leaf from the tree ! 

But child of die forest! ii| Ay home now forsaken. 
The breathing of zephyrs were round thee each day. 
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And their sweet vows wm« fenrent, thdr love agfas 

were tender, 
Wh3e the rose leaves of feeling around thee wonld 

stay; 
Bat joa tamed fix>m fhem all to the heart of the riU, 
While Ay friends in the green booghs all moam for 

dieestilL 



(A ! stay, roving wavelet! 'ere onward yon gKde, 
Let me rescae that leaf from its threatening fate! 

Bat I cannot! for it has roshed on with the tide. 
With my pleadings onheard for they all came too late. 

Lake the world ihoa art false, stream ! and sad feelings 
swell, 

As gem of the tree tops, I \Ad thee farewell. 
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I AM NOT CHANGED. 

Wiitt«B opoB lioeiviBg fiom om wvj dear, a sote, A* Mai W whioli 1 
tht BMtto, '* Thon ait ehaBgad." 



IifliiioteliaiigMl! kisnolflo! 

I hd no ebuige iqpoa me yet 
I am not changed! my heart ymH Aow 

I fsnnot all so bood ibigei 
I am not changedl tho' soon I may, 

Throngh sorrowy seem more cold and chiB; 
Yet cast each thought of change awaj^ 

And love me stilL 

Changed ! changed ! oh, no I it cannot be ! 

Though sadness sits upon my brow. 
Though tearful are the eyes you see. 

The heart hath always been as now. 
It may be, I was once more gay, 

'Ere sorrow came my smiles to chill ; 
Yet cast each thought of change away. 

And love me stilL 
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THE WIFE PARTING WITH HER FATTH- 
LESIS HU89AND. 



FareweO, farewell! whj will je longer siayf 

"Tis best to par^ ai tko' w« had not met! 
We both are jojdeM nov, bill Trim awajF, 

We cease t» wonkip^ aad iriU iooo f»rfei 
Then leave me! k«Te ael A»r ai^ woman'a fridiw 

Without retom, affeotten wu^ pat gke; 
lis better thoa to paii 4uui tide hj «d»» 

To die npfoiv^ and ividmH kwiog* ttvn^ 



Farewell teiawell! I shall p^ nmr baliawa 

Those vows, so feilUess, have been bieadied Mbfe ! 
Love trasted theft! it aanoot a^w deae}?!^^-^ 

The heart, oaee oapthraj ia in ahaioa «t bao^ 
The heart once captive^ did I saj! not sot 

By aU my bq^ of yonder woild abov€^ 
What once I felt fpr thee, I feel I knew. 

Was (ax too transieDt to be tided 1ov«l 



d by Google 



182 THB WIVB AND HSB^ FAITHLX88 HUSBAND. 

Farowell, farewell! this fjeddifiil heart to thee. 

Had given all it now hath kept behind, 
A woild of feeling, and devotion free, 

Had'st thou been tender, or had'st thou been kind. 
Bat now farewell! it is too late to strive! 

Yon did not prize the gem! jou would not care! 
We part! we part! and though long years arrive. 

No woman's love is thine! no woman's care! 



Farewell, farewdl! nor ever dare to dream, 

I still may love thee, still may bid thee stay. 
Love! 'tis a jriumtom, tho' so fair it seem, 

An empty shadow, fading fast away. 
Think'st thou I loved thee, ^en in years gone by, 

I qnaffed the gall, and yon the nectar sweet! 
Enough! enoogh! we part without a sigh, 

Part, too, as strangers! and as strangers meet! 

Farewell, farewdl! no tears my eyes Aall fill! 

No broken heart go widi me to the grave! 
This worid will hM us bolfa; go ^xdiere you will. 

And lead the life your selfishness may crave! 
But as for me, if you would know my lot, 

If for my future fate you have a care. 
Know then, fefgetting, and peifaaps foigot, 

My life on earlfa, shall be a life of prayer. 



d by Google 



THE Win AND HXK FAITHLS88 HUSBAND. 18S 

FBxe^irdl, farewdl! bat ah, st mora and even. 

Before the mere j aeat III bend the knee. 
And send my w3d and inercbg oiiea to heayen. 

For thee! nnfaithfui one and fidae, for thee! 
I will not 6urse theet no, I will not ehidel 

But I will pray that jon may be foi^ven. 
And for the sake of Him who loving died, 

Thongfa false to me, be trae to God and heaven. 
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PL1EA8URB8 OF MEMORT. 

I see mj homey my own sweet home. 
Where passed so swift the happy hours ; 

The woods, where daSy I would roam. 
To cull my favorite flowers. 

The birds sing still th^ same wild strain, 
They sweetly sang in years gone by; 

I see the bounding stream again, 
I hear its untaught minstrelsy. 

The violets are still as fair. 

The wild rose hath the same sweet hue. 
Each flower that once received my care, 

Look still as they were wont to do. 

But hark ! that strain which now I hear. 
Whence came it? from some silvan band! 

It fell so sweetly on mine ear, 
Methought it burst from fairy land. 
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But no ! 'twas some sweet blue bird's song. 

That floated gently o'er the green ; 
I know the lay so sweetly trilled, 

Altho' the minstrel is unseen. 



Thoughts of the past come often now. 
To still eaeb sigh, to soothe each eare^ 

To oinse each frown from off my brow. 
That fain woM lore to lioffer diere. 



How sweet to think that day by day, 
The Boenes tfaat once we loved to ine. 

The friends that long hare passed away, 
Onee aaoi* can live in meamy. 
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THE SNOW FLAKE AND ARTEMISIA. 

I stood b J the side of a rose*tiDted flower, 
Twas the last one that lipgeredm Flora's fiur bower, 
For each sweet companion had drooped its yonng head, 
And now aU aroond me laj withered and dead 

As I bent o'er die flow'ret so lotely and fiur. 
Though impressed on its brow was a desokte air, 
A beaatifiil snow-flake robed pnrelj in white. 
Looked around to discoyer on what to alight 

For a moment above the pink flower it played. 
As if to descend, bat yet still felt afraid; 
Then seeing the clouds, to escape from a shower. 
The snow flake lay down in the cup of the flower. 

How delighted it felt that no more it need roam. 
The heart of the flow'ret should now be its home; 
So it folded its wings in that coyert so sweety 
Rejoiced at possessing so fiur a retreat 
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How bright was the snow flake, that beaatifal thing ! 
With its pure crested brow and its gossamer wing ! 
So again I looked down at the visitor fair, 
But alone stood the flowVet, no snow flake was there. 



My tears fell unchecked o'er that flake's early doom. 
As I bent o'er the flow'ret thus turned to a tomb, 
For I thought that perhaps 'ere the close of the day, 
Life's flower wreathed chain might as soon melt away. 

Oh, a zephyr swift pas^ng might bend its frail stem, 
Thoqgh we are joyously crowned with youth's fair 

diadem; 
Like the snow flake that lay in its soft petal'd urn. 
We, too, may be called where we ne'er can return. 
10 
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OH, TALK NOT OF CHANGE. 



Oh, talk not of change! for with life I would. part, 
'Ere change for a moment shoulcl enter my heart. 
In joj or in sorrow mj whole soul shall be 
Devoted for ever and ever to thee. 



While mingling in form witlrthe young and the gay, 
Tho' they strive to allure me, my thoughts are away ; 
I turn from the %ht word, the dance, and the glee. 
For my heart is not there, it is ab9ent wiA thee. 

And ah! when old age shall have silvered my hair. 
When my soul shall have tasted of trouble and care. 
Though the features may change, and my youth may 

decline, 
Yet still shall my heart remain thine, ever thine. 
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VANITY.— A DAY DREAM. 

Methonght that I wandered 'mid fairy like bowers. 
Admiring the form of the numerous flowers, — 
While I linga^ a moment, 'ere I could depart, 
Whefe a butteffly stood on an e^antine's heart. 
And as it paused awhile, 'ere it passed away, 
I imagined I hewd the fair Tisiti^ say, 
** I have traveled afiyr over land and sea^ 
And every one gives a kind wdcome to me ; 
To some lonely spot let me quickly r^uiir, 
Yei attale of my beauly precedes me there. 
O, where can you find a more beautiful dliifg. 
Than the gossamer dust on the butt^/s wing P 
*' I will tell yoa where," was the mmmured reply. 
That arose from a bhe bell that stood hard by, 
«< You will find it here on my own lovely brow. 
Though that is a truth you will scarcely allow! 
Or methinks the rose that is burdened with yocr. 
Surpasses you far in the point in view, 
Altho' Mr. Vanity wiH not confess. 
That a sold but hkifself has a beairiiful dress ; 
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Bat I'U tell you one thing, Sir, though angry you be, 
No sister have I but is fairer than thee.'' 
Here indignant Miss Blue Bell exhausted became. 
So paused to take breath 'ere commencing again. 
All was still, until near me a slight noise I heard. 
Like the rustling wings of some caroling bird, 
And turning qaite suddenly, what should I see. 
But four tiny creatures, all strangers to me. 
On a dew drop stood one, while another I spied 
On a petal detached from an amaranth's side. 
While a third one looked wise, when the pollen he blew 
From a lily, and made that a resting place, too. 
But one mischievous boy, for his own couch to be, 
Stole the down from the wing of the butterfly free. 
*' We have heard thy dispute," one fair lady said, 
" And to settle the quarrel we hither have sped ; 
Our names you must know, are Red, Blue, Green and 

Yellow, 
(The last in the list is a humorsome fellow !) 
We were filled with surprise, and it must be confessed, 
At hearing the sentiments by you expressed ! 
If beauty and goodness combined you would see, 
My friends, I must tell you to glance upon me. 
If a sample of virtue you wish me to show. 
Just look at that rose with its beautiful glow. 
It was I placed it there, and my work you may see 
In each crimson lip'd flower tiiat graces the lea." 
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" My friends/' here chimed in the joung lady, Miss Bine, 

" I, too, have a word I woold whisper to you ! 

It was I that painted with exquisite care, 

The dress that Miss Blue Bell considers so fasr. 

I sprinkled the sky with that beautiful blue. 

And traced on the waters that delicate hue ; 

My workmanship see in the rainbow of light. 

Where the print of my pencil is lovely and bright 

''Hold your tongue, if you can," said Lord Green, in 

apet, 
*' And know there are some who have not i^ken yet ! 
. I declare it is strange what makes people such elves. 
They never see beauty in aught but themselves T 
For my part 1 do much more good in one day, 
Than you all put together! whatever you say. 
I give the green coat to the tall forest tree. 
While the robe of the earth is all painted by me; 
Yon tell of the tints every flow'ret can show. 
Who painted their calyx and stems I would know ? 
Such vain, ugly creatures I never did see. 
You're not company fit for a young lord like me !" 
" Well, I do declare you're a nice gallant fellow. 
To speak thus to the ladies!" exclaimed Master Yellow, 
^' And were I a man, with my feelings to-night, 
For your impudent boastbg a challenge Fd write. 
You say in one day you do more than us aU, 
In justice you're bound, Sir, those words to recall; 
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Now look at that bntteiflj orer the -way. 
Were yrilow to lea?e it, wliat ii it I pray? 
Come, wander with me to i&e brig^ omage hom&rs, 
And gaze at my ddll oo the £niiti and die iowers. 
When the trees look green from yoor touch, my good 

feDow, 
I robe Ihem anew in a ganneat of yeHow. 
So you need not boast in diat impudent way. 
For I diii^ Fm as good as yourself, any day f 
Then I raised my eyes, and a silvery shrond 
Floated oyer the sky in the form of a dead. 
While a voiee from its heart meAoaght I eeidd hear. 
Which music seemed to the Ustener's aar. 
" Why is it, why is it, liiat here ye all stay, 
Disputing each hoar ibat passes away I 
Have ye lived so long and are ignorant atill« 
That ye all aEinst bow to one soverdgn will! 
Oh, know ye not then, Aat a Failier of lore 
Is sameying His works fiom a throne abofof 
Te have all of yon fallen in vanity's snare. 
And are vain of Ihe beauties but lent to your care; 
While He who created each vision of light. 
Most still gaze unseen at the sorrowful sight'' 
I could hear no more, £sr Ihe canopy fair. 
That encirded the sky, was no longer time; 
It had passed away and had left no trase 
Of its silvery veil in that cloudless places 
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Where my eye seemed fixed by a magie ipell» 
UntQ something murmiired a low farewell, j 

And tumingy I sought o'er the earth in vain. 
For to me the &ir viaitoni came not again. 
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LAMENT OF THE SIGHTLESS. 



O, I hear them tell of a canopy fair, 
lliat stretches its blue wing far up in the air ; 
Thej say it is gemmed with the stars of night. 
That sparkle and gkam in the pale moonlight; 
But when I look up all is darkness to me 

For I cannot see ! I cannot see ! 



I hear of the fiowers that around me bloom, 
And my spirit finds joy in their sweet perfume ; 
The rose and the clematis surely are fair. 
For feeling can tell me that beauty is there. 
But those lovely tints are not painted for me. 

For I cannot see ! I cannot see ! 



The zephyr's sweet wing rustles over me now. 
For I feel its soft breath fan the curls on my brow ; 
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Hark ! it Bpeaks to me^ too^ in its own sweet way» 
O, would I might feel it 'ere passing away ! 
I will touch it just once ! but where can it bs ! 
O^ I cannot see ! I cannot see ! 



The rays of the sun, which they tell me are bright, 
I feel on my cheek, tho' a stranger to sight ; 
While music's low tones gently steal to my ear. 
And while pining to see it I scarcely can hear. 
But music and sunbeams are nothing to me, 

For I cannot see ! I cannot see ! 

The look of affection, how grateful to some, 

And caught from its beams, what fond feelings must 

come; 
O, would that its form could but dawn on my mind. 
But a glance from a loved one is not for the blind 
Oh, why must this world be all darkness to me ? 
Why may I not see? why not see! 

Then is there no joy for the sightless one? Say, 
Must the beauties of earth all unseen pass away ? 
Then I will look up to a bright world above. 
Where all shall be happy and peaceful in love. 
And then from this darkness my eyes shall be free. 
For there I shall see! I shall see! 
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THE SONG OF THE WINDS. 



The zephji^B Vie, oh, liow &ee! liow free! 
WheOier our wiog be on land or sea, 
Ye Bfin may hear the beaniiM lay. 
Breathed by the zephyrs day by day. 
Onr Yoiee may be heard 

In Ihe kaflef » toi^, 
Wfaieh ure make tfaemdog. 
As we boond along. 



We «wMy speed to "the gardea bowers, 
To snatch the breath of the perfmn'd flowers; 
We gadier the dew which we qdekly spy 
In^mme Uy fdd as «n we fly. 
We bead Ae fiiir loae 
On ks fragile atas, 
And scatter the leaves 
Of eaish floral gem. 
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We goaid ibe bird wlion it hence would aowr, 
And opeed its fli^t to flOBie diilftnt akffe ; 
We oatoh the song that at sweedy aii^ 
And bear it off on our SAao/Hj wings. 
Onr power is felt 

In Ifae kaemt wide ; 
Onr voiae is heml 
By the atnemlet^ side. 

We qwed &e slup «n the palhless aea. 
And hold in her sails a jnbilee ; 
Now laugfaiqg in eeom »s en "vi^ Ami, 
Now breathiog fgain a lew sweet note. 
We ride on the waves^ 

With the ibam we {dij> 
And men9j vp&tt 
With the eeean sffiqr. 

Peiohaiioe when o?er the sea we fly, 
A stranger's lone grare may meet o«r eye; 
Perehaaee when he slept the last long sleep^ 
No tear drop Ml, Ihere were none to weep ! 
What matters it! Still, 
Ahfaongh none ye see, 
A reqniffln wild 
We will breathe o*er thee. 
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We come, we come, in llie wintiy gale. 
When 8D0W crowns rest on hiU and vale ; 
We are lliere! we are lliere! ye know ns now. 
As the snow flakes dance on the mountain brow ! 
O, wikQy we shriek, 
As we pass away ; 
^ What caoses Ifaee fear. 

Are Ifae winds at pby. 

We come! we come! in oar mirthM glee. 
We rrad the branch from Ifae stordy tree. 
The oak and the ehn in their lofty pride. 
Have felt onr force as away we ride. 
We speed to the cot, 

On onr chewing wings. 
And visit the homes 
Of lords and kings. 

The wild wind's life! O, how free ! how free ! 
Whether we ride on land or sea. 
Ye BtOl may hear the deep chanting song. 
Breathed by the winds as they rush aloi^. 
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THE KISS YOU GAVE WHEN LAST WE MET. 

Written in early youth, to a ladyfiiend, after a long 
eq>aration. 

The kiss you gave when last we met, 
That thrilling kiss, I feel it yet ! 
Upon my lips it will remain, 
Through joy and sorrow, bliss and pain ; 
No gift will prove so dear to me. 
As that last token kiss from thee. 

The image of thy form so fair. 
The ring, the curl of silken hair, 
The costly gems yoi^ gave to me, 
I cherish! for they speak of thee ; 
But ah ! they give not half the bliss. 
Or rapture of that last long kiss. 

Once more in fancy I can press 
Thy hand in youthful tenderness ; 
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I see diine arms around me BteaL 
Thy heart against my own I fed, 
Onr warm lips meet, ah me! what bliss 
Arises from dial long drawn kiss. 



It dwells within my Ifaonghts by day, 

In draam8>it wfll not pass away; 

And when long years'diall by me steal, 

That parting kiss I still shall fed; 

Ah, no ! I never can foiget 

The kiss you g^Te when last we m^ 
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O, LET ME WEEP. 

Ah! chide me noithatDow I "WMpy 
For tears most aom^imfia iBtarfe; 

I cannot always smifing ke^ 
With anguish in mj faeari 

For when I robe m j lips in smiles^ 

And stn^le to he gaj^ 
A careless word^ a passing glance, 

Can chase Ihose smiles away. 

I sought to hide all oatward sign 
Of what my heart can feel. 

But ahl ib^ paiigg kept hid so long, 
These toare wiUnow reveal 

Then chide me not for giving vent 
To grief concealed for years, 

But let me.weep I my heart will flwl 
Relief in naeheoked tears. 
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THE BROKEN HEARTED. 

I am wearj ! I am weary ! 

Oh, I can no longer stay ; 
My heart is not upon these scenes, 

I would I were away ! 
The dance, which once I loved so well, 

Now gives me no delight ; 
The music hath no charms for me, 

I feel so straQge to-mglit 

I cannot bear this brilliant light ! 

It pierces to my soul; 
And HE will read, I know he will. 

The love I should control ! 
He scarce hath left her side this night, 

(Would, would, I had not come !) 
And then his glance such volumes tell. 

So full of love his tone. 

Fm sure my head is bursting now. 
My heart I know will break ! 
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Alas ! when from this bitter dream. 

Shall I in peace awaket 
And yet he seems to think that 1 

Am fortune's favored child, — 
He thinks mine is a hapf^ heart. 

Because I am so wild! 



Ah ! little can he know the pangs 

That rend mj soul each day ! 
He little knows the pride that makes 

Me struggle to be gay. 
He does not know, he cannot dream. 

The jest he always h^ars, 
is but to hide a breaking heart, 

To check the ridng tears ! 



He does not know, he cannot tdl. 

The laugh so full of glee. 
The smiles that wreath my lips, could hide 

A heart of agony, 
lis better thus! I feel it is, 

And to be gay TU try. 

For oh, he shall not, shall not, know 

That I for him would sigh! 
U 
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So I vnll hie me to &e dance. 

And be llie gayest there; 
111 gingy and laugh, do anything, 

To hide this deep desptdr. 
Keep back ye team! I will- be gay! 

Love bowa before the will; 
But ah! alaa! \riiat meant that pang! 

Peace, peace, my heart, be still! 
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TO 

Thonglits of diee, f<»ever sweet. 

Hover o'er me even yel^ 
Though on earth no more we meet, 

StOl my heart could not forget 
When amid Ihe brilliant throng, 

All tfaa^B beantiM joa aee. 
When you hear another^! song. 

Do yon ever think of me! 

Oft for Ifaee I brea&e a sigh. 

When no other lorm is near. 
And when darling fiiends are by. 

Still I pine for one more dear! 
Tell me, do sighs ever pay 

Visits SQoh as these to thee! 
When alone, or with the gay. 

Do yon ever sigh for me! 
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BE KIND TO UTTLE CHILDREN. 

O, be kind to litde childreQ, for diey need a gentle care. 
To chase away llie paint and griefs wUch even they 

must bear; 
For die crosses diat by older ones would not be felt 

at all. 
On die tender hearts of childhood with a thrilling touch 

may fall 

Oh, well do I remember die grief so strangely wild. 

That an unkind word hath cost me when but a little 
child; 

The angry looks, the very tones, would well remem- 
bered be. 

Long after all forgotten by every one but me. 

I know they told me I was strange! and said that day 

by day. 
My brow would wear a tfaoughtfidness they could not 

chase away. 
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\ 

It may be so ! it may be bo ! for oh, how strangdy 

wild, 
Were Ibe fantasies I used to weaTe when bat a little 

child. 



I kn6w I never loved my doll, my hoop, my cup and 

ball. 
The pretty toys Ibey gave me I never loved at all ; 
And when the childish game went ronnd I seldom took 

a share. 
For my heart was made too heavy by Ihe slights it 

had to bear. 



Yet still Ihey say that I was sad, but even that may be. 
For the little crosses that I met were sorry ones to me ; 
Then a little thing would pain me, and tho' years lie 

on my heart, 
A trifle, even now, will cause the burning tears to start 



Yes, be kind to little childrai, for this world will have 

at best, 
Enongh of straggles and of strife, of grief and strange 

nnrest! 
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Then do not cloud llieir infiuicy with hanhneBS or 

withfearSy 
When Ifae brigfatefit life will not be spent without its 

share of tears. 



O, be kind to litde childreo, for their lot ye cannot 
knowy 

It may be dy«d with wietohedness or fim^ht wiA 
deepest woe; 

Perchance ^en anguish marks thq brow wbme child- 
hood's srafles have beei^ 

The gende words of bye gone years m^r be remem- 
bevedthen. 



O, be kmd to little children! Though nnheeded kind- 
ness seem. 

It may exert an influence you littlie think or dream! 

A pleading tone, a cheeriqg word, a low and g&oAe 
voice. 

May save a soul from endless woe and make the heart 
rejoice. 
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THE AUTUMN CHANGES. 

The anlmm kairaty tbe antaan leafw^ how rtrj ftst 

thejM! 
A few flhort weeks and thea Ihe trees will bwe no 

leaves at all! 
The old Catilpa by ov door is brown and faded too, 
I used to ^pieh its ehisftering flowers, and tUnk how 

white Ibey grew; 
I knew fid weU Ihat it wonU &de, yet it was hard 

to see 
A thing so beanlifbl and dear, change like that good 

old tree. 

I always loi^ed a summer Aj, the doods so darkly 
blue, — 

A IhoasaBd ftooghts of oAer wodds ine as its form 
I view; 

But now &ose score depihB are gone, a diange is on 
the sky. 

The very clouds themselves look coU, and harry swift- 
ly by. 
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Ah! why are changes sach as these in yonder eload- 

hind made. 
If not to tell me I am frail, and that J, too, most fade? 



Hash! hark! strange voioes are aroond! I hear the 
wind's low moans, 

The many colored leaves that ML are sorely aotumn's 
tones! 

The rustling, silky wmgs of birds, as now they south- 
ward fly. 

The changingshadows of the son and of the western sky. 

These have their mnrmu'v, low and sweet, their words 
of tmth and loye, 

^' Give not thy heart to earthly things, bat tarn tQ 
things above.'' 

Fade on ! fade on ! thoa changmg world! I will not 

think it strange, 
Thoogh every friend I have grows cold, thoagh all I 

love mast change. 
If it bat lead my sfnrit home ! for all my thoagfats 

shoaldbe 
Linked tomy Savior'schangelessthrone^and toetemity. 
Change on! change on! Ill even smile at death'slast 

cold alarms. 
If it to Jesas gaides me safe, and folds me in His arms. 



Digitized by VjjOOQiC 



161 



TO A SHELL. 



A biif ht gem of the im was thiown at mj Ibtt ai I stood by tho stt-sid^. 
I kaow not why, batas*! gaatd apoa its snow wUtosoffitoo and daUoatopiak 
liniaf , and then listened to the mumniinf of the ocean, sad feelings stde in* 
to my bosom, foi I afanost imagfaied the sea monmed for its beantifnl shell ; 
but when I placed the fsm to my ear a low asoaa seemed to sweU from its 
heait, and gnided by a sodden impulse, I nised my hand and thiew it agaia 
mpon the wateis. The oifoamitanoe gave rise to the following lines : 



Bright gem of the sea! O^ why art thou come 
As an exile fair from thy sea-girt home ? 
Had you weary growa of its wavy light, 
And thonght to discover a world more bright, 
So hither sped on the wavelets free, 
A frigitive child from the gem fill'd sea? 
But hark ! they are mourning for thee, fair shell. 
For I hear them sigh as they say farewell 

Sweet child of the sea ! can you hear unmoved. 
The sorrowful notes of the things once lov^? 
Do you feel no grief when that low, sad sigh 
Cojpes up from the deep where your playmates lie ? 
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No sorrow at leaviog a home so tree, 
As yon eoald daim in ibaX wave-eapped sea t 
List! list! to that requiem low and wild, 
. Which the wavelets breathe for their wand'ring child* 

Mj beaatifid shell, then art strangelj fair! 
A symbol true of thy MidLer^s kind eaie. 
Methinks a raj from yon goigeons sky. 
Hath fidlen nnchecked in diy hieart to lie. 
For the rosy tint wfaidi I there can see. 
Is blended wifli heaven's own pori^. 
Fair beaatifiil shdl! my ocean gem ! 
Perhaps yon were formed for a diadem. 

Chihi of die wave! yon are mnrmming yet, 
Yon say yoor home yon can never foiget, 
That the moans of the sea which still are heard. 
With thoughts of the past your heart hath stkred. 
Would you \Ad adien to this new found land. 
And return once more to thy sister bandt 
Would you leave me now in the sea to dwell t 
FareweD then forever, shell! beantifiil shell ! 
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A VOICE FROM GREENWOOD. 



Oh, why is it, why is it, that here I lie. 
Admired, yet dreaded, by passers by t 
Though all {oaise my beauty wifli words so free, 
Not one of the throng would abide with me. 
For the sorrowful thought will each bosom thrill. 
That in Greenwood they see bat a grave-yard stilL 



Oh, why is H, why is i^ tiitft yov&ftl glee 
Forever is cheeked by a glanee at me? 
That the socles we see when they Arst draw near. 
Grow fainter each moment and Aen dnappear t 
Tla the sorrowful thought which all hearts must thrill. 
That Greenwood is only a grave-yard stilL 



They aH kfiow 4hat Ais world which mow meets tfa^ 

eye. 
Will be nothing to them when they oome to die; 
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Thej know that the drapery now so fair, 
They will need no more when the ihrond they wear; 
They know these scenes they no longer will see^ 
For the grave at last must their dwelling place be. 



Mother! rejoice o'er your beantifhl one. 
Rejoice with trembling, it's short life is done— 
Tis mine! 'tis mine! yes, list to my call, 
The gloom of the grave is prepared for alL 
Nay ! dasp it not dins to yonr agonized breast, 
Young mother, in Greenwood diy babe shall rest 

Brother! smile on while yonr sister is near — 
To-moiTow that sister will linger not here. 
Smile on ! bat I warn yon she will not stay — 
I've called, I have called, and she too must obey ! 
Bat 111 whisper one word ! oh, listen to me : 
In Greenwood a place is i^pointed for thee. 

Hasband! the wife that yoa cherish is mine! 
Seek not to detain her for she is not thine ; 
Marmar not ! marmar not ! smile while yoa may, 
Yoa, too, 'ere long, will be sammoned away ! 
Yes, soon will death speed on his mission again. 
When one more fiiir occapant Greenwood would claim. 
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Maiden^ sweet maiden! oh, well may yon weep, 
Thy lover is sleeping his last, last sleep! 
Stay, stay thy watchings, cease coanting the hours, 
Greenwood hath claimed him as one of its flowers. 
Mourn, for the heart •of thy lover is still. 
Greenwood hath claimed him, he bent to its will 



Ye know, yes, ye know ! ye wiQ all feel my might. 

Ye know in my bosom there is no delight ! 

I beckon you on and ye swifUy obey, 

I call and ye answer, there is no delay ; 

To home and to kindred ye murmur farewell, 

And leave those ye love, in fair Greenwood to dwell* 
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THOUGHTS, 

On the latt evening of 1851. f 

Tig niglit again ! dark night again ! tbe last one of 
the year. 

And round the fire, we, one by one, with saddened 
looks draw near. 

Another year from tune's dark roll is glidingswifUy now. 

And who can see it pass away without a dioughtfnl 
browi 

It seems but yesterday since we to last year bade adieu> 

But now another one has gone, so we are passing, too ! 

But stivy ! some moments still ronain for calm reflec- 
tion given. 

So 111 review the closing year. But hark! die clock 
strikes seven. 

Tis seven ! how fiutt the moments fly ! and so this 

year has gone. 
Like sunlight piercing through a doud! like snatches 

of a 'song! 
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How well do I remember jet the hopes iliis year 
began. 

In fimc/s dreams such joyoosness tfaroog^oat its mo- 
ments ran. 

Those brilliant hopes, those happy scenes, oh, tell me 
where are they t 

Gone, withered, drooping, dying, dead, the children of 
decay! 

The garland hope framed for this year met bat a chill- 
ing &te. 

Its bads lie blasted on the stem, — ^bat stay, the clock 
etnkes eight. 



Eight, eig^t ! another hoar has gone, and Bke a fii- 
neral train. 

With that last stroke a host of thonghts come sweep- 
ing by agam; 

Black, hatefol sins come floating up from the foigot- 
tenpast. 

And resolations half onkept come crowding thick and 
&st 

But stay! what now comes stealing byt a solemn 
sigh, a tear. 

Breathed for die sins that mark the steps of the expir- 
ing year! 
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Tell me, my sonl^ will tears snffice, may pardon still 

be mine? 
'' Yes ! wash thee in thy Savioor's bloody then" — stay, 

the clock strikes nine. 



lis nine! the year is almost gone! and as it harries 

by, 
How many broken hearts remain to bleed, and droop^ 

and die ! 
Some mourn because unkindness cuts, and scornful 

looks are ^ven. 
Some grieve because temptations come to lure their 

hearts from heaven. 
How cold the shadows of tins year! What anguish 

marks the spot 
Where mothers weep, all comforfless, because dear 

ones " are not** 
One fearful crash^ a heavy fall, a cry, a groan, and 

then 
Young spirits passed from eartib to 'heaven ! But hark ! 

the clock strikes ten. 

Ten, ten! that is our number now! for death this lap 

sad year, 
Stole from our then unbroken band a brother kind ant. 

dear; 
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And as it stilled his noble heart and dimmed his loving 

eye, 
We felt, though ten of os were left, how soon those 

ten must die. 
Yes! toe are ten! how strange it seems to have onr 

number less ! 
To know the eoSn hides away one from oiff load ta- 

ress, 
To fed, as I have felt to^night^tfae sadden longing given, 
To see Am once before I sleep! In vain! itiseleven. 



Eleven ! the last sad hour has come of eighteen fifty 

one! 
I 'Cannot sleep ! I would not deep until this year is 

done. 
'How fast, how emit its jenomeofts passl so time will 

hurry by, 
tUntil within the sileat tomb hMe onr dead I lie. 
Then years will glide unheeded past; time knows not 

onadeby! 
A moment seems omr dreamless deep, tiien eomes the 

judgment day, 

The bar of God ! eternity ! No more with da I ddve. 

iBut hark ! the old year breathes its last ! Tick, tick ! 

the clock strikes twelve^! 
12 
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LINES, 

lb afiiendmth whom Ipai9ed the New Tear Day of 1847. 

What scenes will sometimes gild each day. 

And deck the passing hoars, 
Chasmg the clouds and shades away, 

To garland it with flowers. 
Ah, snch a time arose for me, 
A love spot in my memory. 

Wero I to choose the sweetest hoars 

That I have ever passed. 
To form a coronal of flowers. 

O'er all the rest to east. 
Love whispers that the gem woold be 
The New Year Day I passed wMb thee. 

When days and months and halcyon years 

Have glided swifSy by,— 
When sorrow with its hopes and fears, ' 

Will caose a tear and sigh, — 
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Mj tboughtB will then retrace tbe way^ 
Back to diat happy New Year Day. 



When on my brow old age may place 

Its calendar of yeara. 
My fancy often wiU retrace 

Life's bye-gone smiles and tears. 
Then unseen wings may waft to me 
The whisperings of memory. 



In coming days my thoughts wiU roam 
Back to that cheerful sight. 

To hear again the merry tone 
Of childhood's wild delight. 

To see each one with winning way. 

Enjoy the gifts of New Tear Day. 



I never can foiget the grace 

I saw, dear fiiend, in thee. 
While welcoming with smiling &ce. 

The ones so dear to thee! 
Oh, may that happy, gracef d way. 
Long, long illume each New Tear Day. 
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Thoogh fairer scenes may itQl arise 

To g^den^ then depart^ 
Though they be robed in brighter dyes. 

More welcome to the heart, 
They cannot bear the charm away. 
That rests upon that New Tear Day. 



d by Google 



ITO 



THE BOON I ASK IS TO FORGET. 



Tell me not of mmaorfn pl eiM ir e» 

For it brings no joy to ne! 
Could I chooae nrfielf s tunMuie, 

To foiget the bMft wooU be. 

Could I pass oUivioo^s tngat 
(y&t each vain nd wid legiet. 

Not a bye-foae diovg^ dioakt Bngor, 
Eyerjr one I wwUfoiget 

Sighs once breathed shsaW pass fowfiK! 

Grief as qmeklj glU&aiwajl 
Tears once shed, forgotten ever. 

To foiget then fldll prqr. 

Tkarn^ life bring me adj sadness^ 

I oonld banish eaeh regraC^ 
Forgetfidnsss wodld Asa be i^adnsM^ 
Oh, my i»ajfsr it to foifei 
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THE BOTB roEA OF THE RAINBOW. 

O, motber, motber, tell me qmck« 

What is that pretty thing 
That has so maay oolors bright 

ImpreBaeA upon its wingt 

I guess it is an anget. Ma, 

That floats so qnioklj by. 
The aogel of die summer showets. 

Whose home is in the sky. 

Its robe is very beantiln]. 

The oolors are so bright! 
It is an angel! whiiqper low. 

And tell me, am I right! 

Ton shake your head ! WeU then. Mamma, 

I heard yon say just now, 
That when good children oome to die, 

A crown will deck their brow. 
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Perhaps some litde boy like me 

Has bid this earfih farewell. 
And wearing now a holy crown. 

He may with angeb dwell 



Mamma, perhaps that litde boy 
Is gazing from above ! 

And oh, the pretty thing we see. 
May be his crown of love. 

O, tell me tt it so. Mamma! 

But whisper low and lig^t. 
Or else the litde boy may hear. 

And pass away from sigfaL 

I wonder, when I come to die. 
If God will give to me 

A crown as bright and beantifiil 
As that little boy's most beu 



Yon say I have not guessed it yet! 
Well then once more 111 try; 
^ It is a sentinel of God's, 

Who travels through the sky. 
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Mamma! the prettj thing we see^ 

May be the Spirit's car; 
The san^ I thinks most be die steed 

That cairies him afar. 



His lines most be jon crimson clond. 
His whip the passing breeze. 

His whistle, too, meOiinks liie soimd. 
That morranrs tfaro' the trees. 



I wish I were a spirit, too. 
To pace yon amre dome. 

And visit all the shbmg things 
That makes tfie sky their home. 

Fve often* wondered, dear Mamma,. 

What the bi%ht stars can be. 
Bat if t had duU ear and stmd, 

I would go op and see. 



I mean to pray to- God eaeik ii%ht,. 
That when I come to die. 

He will let me havo a ear Ifte Aat^ 
To dra w me throagh tho sky. 
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" My child, the pretty thing yoa see. 

Folding the sky above, 
Is what our Heavenly Father gave> 

To whisper of his love. 



Ton know how NoabVi fanniy, 

God in the ark did save. 
When he had wrapped this world of ows 

In one great watery graiire. 



THken, dear, God w§SA Ihe^fain agoid 
Should n<^ destroy thk world. 

And to remind aa of Uft wonl. 
The rainbow he unfiiilBcL 



So when yon see the rainbow, boy^ 

Remember God is tme. 
And should yoa Bve to be a man. 

Strive to be faithful, too. 

And oh! when years have passed awqv 
My child, may trvH be given, 

A beacon light to guide thee here. 
And lead thea bene to heav^u'' 
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LINES, 

On the death of Mri. Wm, W.Beudier.aMieaUmarytoCeyUm. 

lfit.8.wMtlitduglitef ofThooMt HaHiagi, Eki., ofNcw Tofk^aad 
p WT i o ui to* 4ir Hianiag»f wis for maay ytui a UMBber of tht Doteh Ro- 
fonnod Ohiuob^B WuhiagtoA Bqatn. 8ho wis loTod and ntpoelod by aU 
that nnmiou ooiignfatioB, tad WIS fiir a liBgth of timo a iweet siBgor iB tho 
olMir of that ofaaidi, aad altar h« dopartan for a distaat land, tho abscaoa 
#fhortaasfalTOioowi>alta«ipolwaofwithrf a owo wii i t . Shodkdatna, 
(whOt goiaf to pif a Tlrit to Madiai,) apo« tha aomiiif whoa tht laorar 
BMt of tht Loid'i suppar was admiaisttnd by tht pastor to his peoplt, od 
wUth oooasioa tht abstat misrioaaiy sistar was aibctioBattly rsmtmbtnd ia 
prayir. HtrgraTalitsiaa^oaslyspotapoathtstaiidt,aBdthtthongfatsof 
harfonatrooBpaaioBswfll oft«i waid« away to tha altBi nstiag plaoaaf 
llMir tovad and lost oat. 

Death, death has been on eaiifa again ! to heathen 
hmdsitsped. 

And laid the young and beantiM among the sQent dead ; 

It hashed the Yoice that longed to tell a Saviour's end- 
less love! 

It closed the lips that loved to paint the glorious worid 
above! 

Sweet sister! death has followed thee upon the path- 
less sea. 

And a lone grave upon the shore is all that tdls of Ihee. 
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We missed ihee fix)m our side one day when at the 

house of prajer. 
We saw thy seat waa vapaht, thy sweet face was not 

there! 
And when the hymn ascended thy thrillmg voice was 

gone; 
We missed thee then^ and even yet we miss oar child 

of song. > 

But ah! that voice which charmed us long we may 

not hear again^ 
It chants a heavenly anthem now^ a wilder, sweeter 

strain. 



When first it caught the angels' tone in that pore world 

above. 
We met to delebrate once more a Saviour's endless 

love; 
And when the bread and wine went round, although 

you were not there, 
We gave thee to our God again in sweet and fervent 

prayer. 
Ah, little did our warm hearts dream that as that prayer 

was given, 
Thy pure young spirit entered first the pearly gates of 

heaven. 
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SbjI msy I vAavpet Qt ii» fonnriuek I m dreamt 

bdiold! 
Or tell the beantiei of tfist fatoivr decked im its erowil 

of gold! 
(tt^ may I paioi ike ftpoSem wioge lAkb wiA tlie^ 

ihro' the sky, 
Tbeiobe of angel pnrity^tfie fariglitaiid kwigkiBgeyet 
No! no! I do bat mar the scene! Thi spleiid<»s of 

AatfJace 
No mortal eye hath looked upettl nti mortal hand 

may trace! 

Farewell, fiirewell ! another link in life's short chain is 

riven! 
Another spirit summoned hence to join the ranks ia 

heaven I 
Tiawelll we wonld not call thee back! death cannot 

harm thee now ! 
' Grief may not shadow thy yonng heart or pale thine 

angel brow. 
We know God only called away one gem that He 

hadi given. 
Farewell ! thy lonely grave remains, its deeper is in 

Heaven. 
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THOUGHTS UPON VISITING GREENWOOD. 



There are sad tfaoi^hts I know that vnll fly to each 

breast, 
When we think that in Greenwood onr darHngs mu0t 

rest; 
That the soul speaking eye and affection's sweet sound. 
Will be buried forever, deep, deep in the ground. 



But they stay not in Greenwood! their spirits arise^ 
And flutter unfettered away to the skies ; 
With the wings of an angel, the pinions of love, 
Their footsteps are guided to kingdoms above. 



And then when around tham the better land flings 
Its halo of beauty, what unuttered things 
Will thrill in their bosoms, what rapture, what Uiss, 
WHI shower upon them unheard of in this. 
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Then Greenwood, sweet Greenwood, die entrance 

must prove, 
Into heaven, that region of ondjing love! 
And the passport once gained, with their innions on- 

furled, • , 

They will tremble with bve in that beantifid world. 
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WHEN WOULD I WELCOME DEATH. 



In the hour of dawn ivhen all are gay, 
When the birds are trilling their morning lay. 
When the floVrets smile at the welcome light 
That encircles the brow and da2zles the nght, — 
In this snnny hoar would I wish to roam^ 
To bid farewell to my own loved home { 

Not then ! not then ! 



In the hoar of noon when all is glee^ 
When the youthful are holding a jubilee^ 
When the task is done and the laugh is heard^ 
When the inmost joy of the heart is stirred, — 
Must I leave the earth when all are gay! 
'Mid their heartless joy must I pass away f 
Not Hasal not then ! 



In the time for thought, in the twilight hour. 
When the soul communes with a higher power, 
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When tbe first faint ray of a star is ffveu, 
A gleam metfainks of the light of heaven^ 
When a tear will start to the thoughtful eje^— 
Would I soar away to my home on high? 

YeSytfaen! yes, then! 
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TO MARY. 

O, were I a bird I would pierce die blue akies^ 
And the songs of the angels wodd catch as I rise, 
Then back I would speed to thy bower so free. 
Those songSy dearest Maiy, to carol to thee. 

Or were I a^low'ret, as gentle, as ftar, 
No queen should 'ere claim me, to twine in her hair ; 
At the feet of my Mary I always would bloom, 
And would scatter her path with my welcome perfume. 

Or were I a thought, in her dreams I Vould twine. 
And would whisper aname,and that name shouldbe mine. 
Or a zephyr, around her unceasing I'd roam. 
And the brow of my loved one would claim as my home* 

That I love thee, dear Mary, no doubt can d^re be, 

For one smile of thy lips is as rapture to me ; 

And that love, fond and true, will forever entwine 

Round a heart always constant and faithful like mine. 
13 
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O, ASK ME NOT TO SING TO-DAY. 

O, miL me not to nag to tfwel 

My heait woold hrmk were I to try* 

For jfaeidd I false a joyous note, 
Twovld ettd in notbiiig bat « sig^ 

Then let me grieve my heart away^ 

But mge mo not to nng to<Klay. 



Have yoa-aJirte iriioee hvokea «tDiig 
Can fill with melody a room! 

Jnst 80 my heart! it cannot aing, 
IThea all its strbgB are oot of tmie! 

^Theb aakine ndt to dng to fhoe. 

It may not be! It cannot be! 



Think yon te ion Aio' heafj idondi 
Could bi^^i% rise, .eoddeweettyahine.? 

Then how iOanJ aa ifai^y a&g, 
Wlm cloodaliave ^mled.dib heart of mine ? 
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Those clouds in time maj pass awaj ! 
So nrge me not to dng to-day. 



Know joa a flower that without care 
Can stEH as Iredi and blooming bet 

Then can I smile, then can I smg, 
Wilh none to lo^e •r oaiefor met 

Unloved, forgotten, here I stay, 

Then ask me not to aing tOfday. 



Perchance you think me strangely we^ 
,^Mm1 chide me ttat , I Ihup sepine ! 

But ah! could you so soon foiget 
A &te so passing sad a» mine! 

O, be not grieved, though still I say 

I cannot sfaig for thee to^lay. 
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SATURDAY EVENING REFLECTIONS. 

Another week has come and gone ! while all the hopes 

it cast 
Upon our hearts in gliding on^ are numbered with the 

past; 
It flattered for a brief while here^ then soared np star 

bystar. 
Unfolding all its garnered hoars upon Grod's holj bar. 

What gems ik mast have borne away in bidding earth 

farewell. 
And speeding on to yonder world the angel choir to tell! 
Perchance when we are gathered there, the record we 

may see! 
Then let me ask my cold, dall heart, what it has told 

of met 

What thoughts of mine must angels hear, as the ac- 
count is given ! 

Oh, have they centred on this world, or winged their 
flight to heayen! 
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Say, have I of my Saviour dreamed^ vnSi faith un- 
changed or dim^ 
Orisitgone^ unshadowed by one passing thought of Him! 

What words of noine will it unfold? the angry speech 
and tone, 

The bitter taunt, the unkind jest, the careless word alone? 

Or did it to that world above, upon its pinions bear 

The words, ^'' unuttered or expressed,'' of faithful, fer- 
vent prayer? 

Would that this startling thought of mine, my fingerg 
could enfold, 

Te write it on this carelesa heart in types of purest gold | 

The Saturday eve of life draws on, when I the gi:ave 
must seek. 

Then let me link my heart to heaven, upon each pass- 
ing week. 

Then when death's shadows hover round, when love- 
lit scenes are past. 

And I have entered on the hour which proves on earth 
the last, 

My soul may meet the week's account upon the Judg- 
ment Day, 

And withaSaviour'sendlesslove wash allitsstainsaway. 
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mem and tfifc aiwel. 

AMJ tikm tpfmtti tM taifA mw» htm, tiam ] 
Aad b«iaf ia ta •gmj, 1m pmj«d novt •anwrtiy, wtd hk tiPMtiPai^ ai it 
wwt, gnat diopi of blood ftUUfdWm to tUgNOBd. tako9B:A«l. 



It was night! stany night! and the moon sat above^ 
And AvBW down her rajs upon valley and grove. 
While the stars in her train sought to numio their queen, 
£to added their rays to each beaotifal beam! 
01^ why dioold the starlight and moonbeams be had^ 
When yoong hearts are breaking, when young souls 

aresadi 
But night after night they are still shining there. 
Thus flinging thdr rays on dark scenes of despair. 
O, when I am sad, when my heart lies in tears, 
When Cynthia's train in the blue vault appears. 
Their cold silver beams casts a chill on my &eiart^ 
And causes the sigh with the tear-drop to start ; 
But when I am gay, when my young heart is glad, 
I love those pale beams so unwelcome when sad. 
Itwasnight! stanynight! and the d^w drops that wet 
aiie tall o&ve trees upon Ittount Olivet, 
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After q^rinUing tbem all^ wfth a dj stealihj pace> 
Glided down io tbe gaiden ftat lay at its base^ 
And choosing the flowws with loveliest crest. 
Crept under tfieir peteh and slept o» iheb broa s t^ 
WUte tibo green oIiTt treea a dark canopy made 
O'er the dew drops and flowers Aat slept in Hmt 

snattKi 
It was night ! stany night f and a stSness was there. 
No sound firom Ae oBve trees fiHed the i^ghl air ( 
Though near die f^ gardes the Oedren brodi flow8> 
Its waters are locked in a noisdess repose! 
No nightingale warbled its beaotifiil strain! 
No whip^po<H%w3i sang on the mountain or plain f 
Tkebr nusic is hushed! a dread stillness is there. 
Unbroken by aught save the murmur of prayer. 
It is night, and beneath the thick olive trees' shade, 
Stretched on the cold ground, the Redeemer is laid. 
His head on the wet grass beneath him he lays, 
His vAdte hands are clasped in despair as he prays, 
While the great drops of anguish that lie all around. 
Fell in streams as of blood from his brow to the ground. 
He writhed in his anguish! he wept in despair. 
As he plead that his sorrow might pass with his prayer. 
Alone in his agony, fiiendless is he. 
Bleeding, yet praying, in Gethsemene. 
But hark! a soft rustling is filling the air. 
While a sweet light encircles the garden of prayer; 
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For an angel approaches whose garments of snow, \ 
Bat rivaled in whiteness her wings and her brow. 
She sped to the spot from whence came the sad crj. 
And paused half in awe at its wild agony; 
Then raising his head from the ground to her breast. 
She clasped his pore brow in an angePs caress; 
And when fit)m his forehead she parted the hair. 
To kiss off the drops diat were gathering there. 
She into his spirit new strength did impart. 
By breathing a bakn on his agonized heart 
Oh, where b the eye that a fear cannot spare. 
At Gethsemene's wail, at GeAsemene's prayer! 
The scene is a sad one, but hath it not charms. 
When a Saviour sbad tears in an angePa pure armst 
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LINES TO MR. AND MRS. 



On the death of their little daughter. 

Alas ! alas ! can it be trae that she is sleeping now. 
That death has laid its icy wand upon that pore vAdte 

brow? 
Can it be trae that one so young could fade away and 

die> 
That aught could ohiU so fair a fonn^ or dim so bright 

an eye! 
Ah, yes! the aching void we feel, each tear so sad, is 

telling 
How Greenwood claimed one fiow'ret more, and that 

was dearest Ellen. 

Oh, it was hard to give her up, and hard to see her die f 
To have that little hand in death wave back its last 

good-bye ; 
Yet still we would tiot caU her back! she is an angel 

now. 
And glittering is the golden crown that decks her £ur 

young brow. 
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And when across the coorts of heaven the angel's 

tones are sweUmg^ 
The sweetest notes of all| may be the songs of angd 

Ellen. 



She always was a toaefiil child,, and 'ere her eye grew 
dim, 

God called the little minstvel of to sing her songi^lo 
Hink 

Then conld we draw aside the vdl that Mda the spir- 
it hoMi. 

Or hear one strain of that sweet harp played by her 
o^m dear handy 

Codd we bat feel her yonng heart now^iA all its rap- 
tors swelling. 

We woold not grieve that God has made an angd of 
deaiEUeBi, 

I know yooll miss her wh^ yoo form aroond the 

honsdidd tree, 
And when eadi litde face- is Aere, erne vacant |^e 

wilsee; 
B«t gaze not on the nnflled seoii loA op to yonder 

world, 
Adid see her in her radiant Sght, her semjA wing on- 

fiiried; 
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Then think you have a mansion there, a bright and 

changdess dwelling. 
While one sweet flow'ret blooms therein, yoor grace^ 

M, peerless Ellen. 



Oh, never, never weep for her! die ia so happy now, 
Whero ''woman's lof' oan never &de the lustre of her 

brow. 
I know yoall miss her from joor side, and find thai 

daj by day^ 
Yoor home will have a loneliness that will not pass 

away; 
But ak! ^en years have flown akng, in yonder an* 

geldwdlini^ 
Youll meet again, to part no more, with darling little 

EUen. 
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LINES, 

Compoud vfhile hMoing an jEoliam Sdrp. 

Hush! sofUj! treadlighilj! there! hear it again! 
What spirit of melody breathed that low strain! 
Can an angel be lost on its way from the sky. 
And have sobbed that low moan or have breathed that 

sad sight 
Stay! listen! now hear it! where can it belong? 
Oh, where have yon hid yonrself. Spirit of songt 

Hush ! hear how it trembles ! how sadly it moans ! 
What a world foU of agony lie in its tones. 
Haric! hark! it has changed! that wild shriek of de- 
spair 
Has joined with the moans that were filling the air. 
Peace! listen once more! there! I hear it again! 
Its heart must have broken in breathing that strain. 

There, now all is stQl ! no, it rises once more, 
But a change has come o'er it since singing before ! 
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How joyous that note! and how gleefbl that tnll, 
Though the music is changed^ the same tones are there 

still. 
But stay! I have guessed! by that last tune, I ween. 
That the spirit of song is our sweet Eoline. 

Ohy beautiful harper, 'ere passing away. 

Please show me the hand that so sweetly can play. 

Is a nightingale hid far away in your heart. 

Or is there a fairy bard singing a part! 

Or was a note sung by a nymph of the sea ? 

Come, whisper the secret, Eoline, to me. 



^' The wind,'' did you say ? but it cannot be so 1 
Could the moan of the breeze cause that low sob of 

woe? 
Could the wail of the wind as it went sweeping by, 
Cause that wild shriek of 'anguish, that heart broken 

sigh! 
Yes! Harp of Eoline ! the song that you sing. 
Is the breath of the wind on each quivering string. 

Through life I have loved thee ! and oh, when I die. 
When the light fades away from the cheek and the 
eye. 
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Whin I cftot by the woddfor ibe lobee of the g^y^e, 

Aoid tbaj lay oie ta a^plriME8'4^ willow tv990 w»f«9 

Then hang mj loved haip 'mid the leaves of the tree, 

. Tliat the wind on its 910991 miyr W9Jl ^ee for vofi. 

Ill wish not for gmve stones to record mj name! 
Ill ask not for monument speaMog oD fame ! 
For the long train of moorners that follow tiie dead, 
With their hlsok robes of woea^d their fhneral toead. 
If the green willaw bianohes above me maj wavi^i 
And (hehaip that I \fii?fi may ^gb over my g^nre. 
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SPEAK TO ME KINDLY. 



Speak to me kindly! I never could bear 
The unfeeling word or the harsh^ angry tone ! 

Eandness may win me, but harshnesa may wear 
The gall on its brow, which will poison alone. 
Speak to me kindly. 



Speak to me calmly! when breathing the tale. 
Wrought with the hearts Uood and coming to chill . 

Broken unwisely, my s^Hiit would £eu1| 
Leaving the young heart aB bfteding and still. 
Calmly, speak calmly. 



Speak to me gently! from childhood's young day 
I have love4 not the rough jest, the loud laug^ of glee, 

Gently as &des the last sunbeam away. 
Softly as leaves &11, oh, thus speak to me. 
Gently, speak gently. 
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Speak to me foncDj ! my joong spirit grieves 
For the pet names of love, and affection's low tone. 

I pine for the gladness a loving word leaves. 
As mosic at nightfall is craved by the lone. 
Speak to me fondly. 
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WILT THOU BE THERE I 



Wilt thou be there? 
When the world shall allure me and pleasures will blind^ 
When loved onesdeceive and when friends prove unkind^ 
When the scorn of the world shall fall cold on my soul^ 
And the sad tears wiU start which I cannot control; 
When I with a broken heart turn from them all« 
While a wild burst of prayer from my pale lips shall 
faU,— 

Wilt thoa be there! 



Wilt thou be there? 

When disease shall have led me away from the throng. 

From the gay and light hearted, the jest and the song ; 

When the slow stealthy footfaU, and half whispered 

word. 

By the bed of the dying is all that b heard ; 

When the cold marble cheek and the dim heavy eye, 

With the fast failing pulse, tells bow soon I must die. 

Wilt thou be there? 
14 
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Wntthoa be there! 
When they lay me away in tbe dark grave to deep, 
Where eglantines blossom and cyjN'esseB creep. 
Where the long pendent vine flowers above me shall 

wave. 
And the carol of Inrds shall float over my grave; 
When the coffin lid falls o'er the brow ever cold. 
And the vAdid robes of death shall my still heart en- 
fold,— 

Wilt thou be tiierol 

WiltthottbeABref 
When mj wpMt shaB plame its ymmg pinions, tb fly 
Away flrom the tomb to its home in flie dky ; 
When I catch the first glimpse of that heavenly |ig^t. 
That will thrill timms^ tiie heart and will dazzle the 



When the mnsioof angels shall whiiper of rest, 
And my spiiitis safe in the home of Hib blest^ 
WiK thon be then J 
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O, tell me not joa love me stilly 
Breathe not again that fervent vow ! 

No love of thine mj heart can fill! 
Avamit ! I will not hear thee now. 

There was a time, (but it has past,) 
When words like those were dear to me. 

But round mj heart a oloud was east, • 
And now they are but mook^. 

Think not to make me feel, as when 
We plighted first each loving vow. 

For deeply as I loved thee ^Aen, 
So deeply do I scorn thee now. 

Nay! tell me not that I am cold ! 

The one so wronged too well you know! 
For all my wild, deep love of old. 

No heart so stem as thine could diow. 
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Nay ! breathe not thos, vntii pleading eye 
Aad feailess look, that burning vow ! • 

Ton cannot win me if yon try ; 
Away ! I will not heed thee now. 
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THE LITTLE MATCH BOY. 

Whflt piwiig a tiJeadid maiuion in one of ow bemtifal avwnti, BOtlMg 
•IBM, my 9tUmtiaa wm uowtd by low idbt of aBgniah, and tamiiif , I taw 
toatod OB tho lowost itep of tho dwoDiBg, a Httlo boy about bIbo jmn oU, 
whan hoad was boried in hit hands aad who was sobbing bittwly. all bboob- 
seioiis of my ptssi B es> white a box of matohss, whioh ho had for sate, stood 
at his loot. UpoB asUaf tho eanst of his grief, ho raisod his daiic eteqnont 
oy«,an filted with toon, aad sobbod out, ** I havo bo fathor, I haTOBOBWth. 
or, sistir Bfary is dead, aad I am Toiy tiiod aad hvagiy, bat I hava'at sold 
aaythiag to-day." 



I have no father, lady bright, 
He died at sea two yean ago ! 

I thought he would come home that night. 
And then would love and pet me so ! 

Bat ah ! the hours went strangely by, — 
The night was dark as dark could be. 

The lightnings flashed along the sky. 
While great big waves rose on the sea. 



I saw each eye grow wild with fear, 

I maiked how fast each cheek would vary. 
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And then I tried my best to cheer 
Dear mofber and my aster Mary. 



Alas! my task was all in Tain! 

The vessel never reached the shore! 
My modifli^s oh«ak gBsir fMik agaiuinr 

I never saw my fiUfaer more. 



My modMir isd^ day «iid nigjii 
From that sad time ^en father died; 

Her eye grew dim! her cheek grew white. 
And then we missed her frpn^ onr side. 



We sought |ier b^g yptk i^fdtiqr tr^ 
And wept that she so long would tairy ; 

Then, when they told me she was dead. 
What tears were shed by me and Mary. 



My sister then was my delight. 
And day by day we fonder grew; 

Bat soon I s^w Aer «|u)A gosp ifviate, 
A^d kom 1^ «ft0 ^pif dying 1^ 
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It was a warm, bright fmnmer day. 

The sun arose in all its pride. 
Crept on the bed, and glittering lay 

Where Mary sickened, gasped, and died 

I saw her in Ihe coffin deep, 

I heard the dost upon her thvowq, 
Aiod then I tuned sway to weep, 

Alas! I had to weep alone! 

Since then Fve wandered far and wide. 
With bursting heart and aching head. 

And well, by selling these, have tried 
To earn my daily meat and bread. 

Bvt now these tears I cannot stay. 
For though IVe been the dty Aroogh, 

I have not sold a match to-day. 
And I am weak and hwigry too. 



His tears now fell more fast and wild! 

ffis litde heart seenwd deefrfy grieved ! 
I conld not leanre Aait oipbm chUd, 

Until his wants were all relieved. 
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LINES ON THE DEATH OF GEN. TAYLOR. 

TIm foDowiif Bbm wwt loggMted hjhmxiag a beftvtifU mtmaa on th* 

lMiofi^rPi«id«it.bytlMS*r.Bft.V nil t^lioDi Iniak iii, 1, S, 

3, im wbioh th* iMdiBg idMi eoMaiMd te «1mm iiM» Ml BMtt ateqaMtlj wd 
thriDiBgry on tht hautt of hk Iwaran. 



Alas! aod is our hero gone! has he, too, passed away. 
Whose noble heart and arm has been a nation's staff 

and stay? 
CfSn it be tme oar President, the gallant and the brave. 
Has cast aside his robe of state and sought the silent 

grave? 
Can he, a nation's &vorite one, its connseUor and head. 
Be severed fix>m each loving.heart and nombered with 

tfaedead! 
ALis! the tearM eyes we see, the wide prevailing g^om, 
Proclaims ''the mighty fallen,'' while it whispers of 

the tomb. 



He sleeps! onrnoble hero sleeps! the gentleandlbe true. 
Who for his country's honored rights first to the bat- 
tle flew. 
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And foremost on that fatal field where deadly blows 

were cast. 
He boldly took a fearless stand and kept it to the lasl 
Then when for him a nation's bve the highest pUce 

revealed^ 
They boasted " that their President was never known 

to yield" 
But soon, alas! dea&'s forees eame, and at the fatal 

blow. 
The loved and daring hero surrendered to the foe. 



He sleeps! our pe^less hero steeps! What does am- 
bition now? 

What good can all the laurels do that wreath the vic- 
tor's brow? 

It cannot bring the lustre back into the cheek and eye ! 

It cannot make that kind heart thrill as in the days 
gone by! 

And what avails a people's learsy the mournful wail, 
the pain 

That swells around each loving heart fix>m Geoigia's 
fields to Maine, 

That thrills afar from Or^on to the Atlantic shore? 

It cannot reach the ear of him who sleeps to wake no 
more. 
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0, TboUf who taVat a aatioa't aa, 4mi calM ft way 

oarfiieod. 
Help m to build our hopes on Thee and on Tly 

fttnogtfa depend; 
Oh, may we feel Thy gnaidian care, and tra^ Thy 

j;iiidiiig hand 
In aU Ifae etonne that rise and M apon our Baiife land. 
Taaeb bb to know ttaft Thou art near altfao«i^ oar 

loved onee die. 
Though day hy day a biafe heart UUb, be Thon £^ 

0fer nighy 
And oh| widi each meeeiflhre loas, may strength to ns 

begiven. 
To taoi oar hearts fren esiffaly Aiags and fyi ihem 

more on heaven. 
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LINES, 

Up<m beimff pretetU, hy iwmUOum from the principal, <a the 

opening exerd^ ^ Bpitk^We InftittOe, on SeptAltl^ 

1850, after the annm9l vaeatum-^he writer 

htmnf been a former pupU, 



Peace! peace! mfbeti^ be sftffll tiMse vrM dirobi 

Legt Ifais bright vision fiide away and die^ 
Thk lovely ekapel and IJbeae lenns so gay, 

Piove but IttaiionB of tke menial eye! 
I M, I hoom, k wiB not huitl Ae draam to me 
WaBalltaoHdrforemibl iteanaetbe! 



Bat hush! Ibis is not dream-like! for dreams come 

Swift as ^ Jack's wioff oimmm ^e morawig idr ; 
Bat Ibis 9tei|l8 o'er me» and I M, nay! know, 

Thoog^ ^ this hmir my iwri th^' life will bear. 
For Qb« '^ (tweet to leave 1h# worl4> its pain. 
And hem v^oall ^ pyat mi fliem • fiM Bgm» 
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Recall the past ! yea ! every look^ each word^ 
Unfold a page of yean long nnce gone by ! 

The prayer that goes to God, the voices heard 
Blending in holy song so solemnly, — 

All! all! recalls the past! and I live o'er 

My schod girl days again and seem a child once more. 

0, lovely hoar ! O, calm and holy spot ! 

Where prayer and praise fills every heart with bKss; 
The world forgetting! by the woild forgot! 

Coold sadness enter in a pUce like Ihis t 
Coold sorrow steal into a group so fiur. 
And leave its shadows, or bat breathe its caret 

Yet stay! what means that sigh, those borsting team. 
That moamfol glance and yonder vacant spott 

Death, death, has been here ! and what now appears 
Is bat a broken cirde! one, alas! ''is not!" 

Heaven asked a gem, and fix>m earth's best abode, 

Deatli called a flower and bore it np to God. 

Bat now pray on! the woonded heart is healed. 
By speaking of its woes to One on high ; 

The moaming spirit will to heaven be sealed. 
And peace will fill die sool and light the eye. 

Pray on ! pray on ! and v^hen earth stands no mor^ 

May taaght and teachers meet on that bright shore. 



d by Google 



213 



WHERE SHALL MY GRAVE BE, WHERE! 



Where shall my grave be, where? 
Where the tall old trees of the forest roar. 
As they wave so free o'er some far sea shore. 
New blenduig in harmony low and mild. 
Now whistlug defiance in accents wild. 
While the dirge they sing as o'er me they wave. 
Is the only one breathed over my grave f 
Not there ! not there ! 



Where shall my grave be, where f 
In some city vanlt, where the cold doll eye 
Of a stranger's form, as he passes by, 
For awhile is tamed to my lonely tomb. 
Then harried away to some festive room. 
Where he smiles in that gay, unfeeling state, 
While I am left lonely and desolate f 
Not there ! not there ! 
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Where shall my grave be, wheret 
Shall I find it low in some coral cave. 
Shall my requiem be song by the crested wave. 
Shall the sea gull's scream and the petrel's cry. 
And the song of the sea be my loUaby ? 
Say, will my last lonely resting place be 
On corals and pearis in the gem filled sea t 
Not there ! not there ! 



Where shd arf gnnre be, wheMt 
In some coontry spot where ihe wild fiowem HlodCffy 
Where they give thdr tribufe of meet pttibme^ 
Where the bntlnfiy's wing and the bird's sweet by, 
Will waft each feeling of sadness away t 
I love them in life, in death let them be 
The spirits of love to watch over me. 
Tea there! yes there! 
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PM STANDING BY THY GRAVE, EDDIE ! 

Vm itandid; by % gnm, E<kfie ! 

Thelkd^moiindlaM,. 
That hides mwuj Ih&bdby totm. 

That was so dear to me. 

The tears are falling thick and fas^ 

Upon thy grassy bed 'r 
My heart is sad and lonely now. 

Since, Eddie, Ihoa art dead ! 

I saw them lay thee here,,to sleep 

Upon this sloping hill; 
And as diy coflin sank from sight. 

Woe made my heart stand stilL 

- Then, when diey led meffifom the j^lace. 
And took the homeward thusk, 
Altfaongfa my form w«s borne away. 
My ^ptftt would go bAdt ! 
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Bat now, I love my Saviour more. 
And heaven seems, oh, how near ! 

Since that lone time that took thee there. 
And left me wee|Hng here. 



Twas Jesos took the babe I loved. 
Away to <* mansions^ fair ; 

For well he knew its mo&er's heart, 
WooM follow swiftly diere. 



Though standing by thy grave, Eddie, 

My gaze is on the sky ; 
For while thy form lies at my fe^ . 

Thy spirit dweUs on high ! 



I dream, beyond that roiiy cloud. 

Thy angel face I see ; 
Thou'rt resting in the Saviour^s arms. 

Yet smiling down on me ! 

I seem to hear thee call me now, 
To meet thee on that shore— 

And though the grave doth part us, love, 
Soon it can part no more. 
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There's room enongfa beside thee here. 

For my poor frame to lie! 
1 do not cling to life so mnchy 

Since, daiiing, thoa did'st die. 



Fm sfamding by thy grave, Eddie, 

Bat tears no longer flow ; 
I know the time is drawing near. 

When I to thee shall go. 

AviMe, amid die cares of life. 
My flattering sonl most stay ; 

Then, when the Master bids me come, 
With joy. 111 soar away. 
15 



d by Google 



218 



MT ANGEL BABE. 

And ihoa aii gOM^ ninm omn. 
My predoiis babe, my gnda Uos-eytd thfld— 
Grone from thy mqtiiBr 1 aad hcv heart alone^ 
Will quiver at diy name, — ^wfaile angoish w3d 
Will tfaiill her spirit; and each passing hour 
Her soul wiD long for thee, her summer flower. 
Her first bom «Amhg son* 

1 dreamed not, baby boy. 
That thou wert lent me for so brief a spell ; 

When folded to my breast with fondest joy, 
I little thought so soon to sigh/oretoeO. 
Ah, me ! my dream of Uiss Deafli rudely broker- 
Full well I knew, when that sad word I spoke, 
SoiTOW widiout alloy. 

Sad is my home, sweet one ! 
Lonely and mournful seems each once loved room ; 

Without my babe, they scarcely seem like home- 
Without my boy, each wears a look of gloom ! 
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There if no coAier titer, no iqiot I see, 
^BttC wbkpetB sImUj, nlendj, to me 
Of one cnMMed, now gonei 



I find him eyeiy where ! 
I see him gliding o'er the pador floor. 

Or creepbg through the halls; or by a chair 
I think him standing, jdaying evermore ; 
When to the norserj I repair with joy, 
Still fiincy whispers, '<I shall see my boy. 
As once I saw lum there.^ 



Thickly the tear^bops faH, 
To maik Ae flag he waved Ae day he died ; 

To see his cradle, latde, chair, and all 
The clothes I robed him in, wifli so much pride. 
Alas I then wigiiisb cornea, aad wave on w«v# 
Of agony, for my lost dailing^s grave 
Is now, of him, my alL 



Yet, while I grieving lie, 
I woold not mnrmnr. Father, at thy will. 

It was in love my babe was called to die. 
To leave my arms ; it was bat to fiilfil 
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A molber^s prayer,— eternal life die boon 
CraTed for her boy, and answered, oh, how soon. 
By death's lasl lingering sigh. 



I know for ike4 'tis best 
In heayoi, my precioos ! There sin cannot stsin ! 
I would not can thee back! woold not request 
Thy presence here, 'mid sorrow, anguish, pain. 
No! I can whisper while I mourn thee still. 
And while I grieve to clasp thee, ** Lord, thy will 
Be done." Rest, baby, rest ! 

Blight cherub! gone to dwell 
With Jesus — in die radiant world on h^ 

We yet diaU meet; my roice with thine shall sweB 
The praising chorus, fiu* above the sky. 
Till Ifaen, my angel babe, while tears will start, 
Till thai, sighs forth my lonely trusting heart. 
Sweet Edward, &re dice weH. 
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HOME VOICES. 

The clock hath strack die ho v of eight ; Ihick daiis- 

DOM horen round ; 
My l>abj bojs are in Iheir cribs, bodi deef^ gweet 

andaoimd; 
So I will draw the curtain folds and gaze oat at the 

night 
But oh, how cold and dark it is, and tlien the ground 

so while, — » 

Just hear the wind howl down die hiUs, how tedious 

seems each Uast; 
And tee, no stars are shining now, die snow flakes fall 

so jGEUit; 
>y So to my cheerful light FB go and fast the needle ply. 

And as the snow rides on the wind, so thought wiQ 

onward fly. 



I wonder why such longings come fliis evening to my 

In-eastt 
Why visions of my eariy home around my sjnrit pren t 
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For M die wintry wind iweeps by, moh monmfbl 

sounds I hear; 
They bring strange longings for my home and for my 

mother dear. 
O, modier dear! my mother dearl my qNrit seeks for 

yoo, 
As mourns the fettered mariner his ocean home to 

idew* 
I long to hear yonr own dter veiee tpeak gendy to 

me now^ 
To gaze into yomr dionghtfid eyes afid on yo«r |dacid 

brow; 
And as yon Messed yonr children once in infant help- 



I pant to have mine own receive yo«r blessing and 



list; Hst! a voice Ss on <be gale! haik! ''mother^ 

echoes roond! 
Again! bat no! it comes no more! gone in die 

wished for sonnd! 
O, mother dear, I monm for thee— then dawn upon 

my si^t"^ 
Alas! I cannot see Ihee now or hear Ibee say good 

nightl 
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Bi4tt»j! again the ^frind dedi riiey agabi that voiM I 

hear; 
B«t now h hieathea aaolker nanm one wdeome Id 

the ear. 
Dear father! he^ Ifae pnlsea ihrob, and how the tear 

dolh atari, 
Aa &7 fond name fUk on the ear and thrilla wMin 

&e heart 



MjfSiaer! O, whal tendemeaa Baa In Oat word of 

bliss! 
I vonldy but cannot, preaa tjiy hand or BMet thgr greei> 

ingkiss! 
Bot as mj spin! tomato thee upon thk eremng mii, 
Say, father, dost thou ever mooin for me, Urn absent 

child! 
'' Sisters!" again Ihe wind doth sigh, '^ sisters and 

brothers dear!" 
Ah, yes ! I own the tender tie although they are not here. 
For many weary miles doth lie between Iheir forms 

and me; 
I may not hear theur merry jests or join iheir laughs 

of glee. 
Then linger still, O windmg wind ! a litde longer stay. 
And whisper of die onea I love, those dear ones &r 

away. 
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Bat no! diy path lief onward now, swift tfarong^ ditf 

valley wide. 
Now raiding dirong^ die leafless trees, now up die 

high hill side, 
And I am left all sad and lone, die wind no longer 

sighs, 
The vdees from mj eail j home no more for me arise. 
But stay! an arm dodi ronnd me steal, fond lips are 

on mine own ; 
Though early friends are fiur away, lamtwiall alone ! 
Then whHe a hnshand's love is mine, and children glad 

my sight. 
To fiidier, modier, sisters, aB, 111 waft a fond good 

night! 
Hark! the wind takes np the strain, sighing \qi^ ''good 

night, good night!'' 

Sighing low, ^'goodnight'' 
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